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AN  ACCOUNT 

OF  THE 


LIFE  and  WRITINGS 


O  F 


Mr.  Thomas  Otway. 


HO  M  A  S  O  T  WAY,  an  eminent  Tra- 
^  T  ^  gic  Writer  in  the  Seventeenth  Century, 


^  ¥ 


was  Son  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Humphry 
Otway,  Rector  of  Wolbeding  in  Suflex, 
and  was  born  at  Trottin  in  that  County,  on  the 
3d  of  March  1651-2.  He  was  educated  at  Win- 
chcfter- School,  and  became  a  Commoner  at  Chrift- 
Church  in  Oxford,  in  the  beginning  of  the  Year 
1669.  He  left  that  Univerfity  without  a  Degree; 
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vi  An  Account  of  the  Life ,  &c. 
and  is  faid  to  have  removed  thence  to  St.  John’s- 
College  in  Cambridge,  which  feems  very  probable 
from  a  Copy  of  Verfes  of  Mr.  Richard  Duke  to 
him,  between  whom  therewas  always  a  ffci  i6t  Friend¬ 
ship.  He  then  went  to  London,  where  he  not 
only  applied  himfelf  to  Poetry,  but  fometimes  a&ed 
upon  the  Stage,  in  order  to  fupport  himfelf;  and 
afterwards  by  the  Intereft  of  Charles  Fitz-Charles, 
Earl  of  Plymouth,  one  of  the  natural  Sons  of  King 
Charles  II.  was  made  a  Cornet  of  Horfe,  in  which 
Poft  he  attended  the  Engl iLh  Troops,  in  1677,  into 
Flanders.  But  he  foon  after  returned  thence  in 
very  neceffitous  Circumftances,  and  applied  himfelf 
again  to  the  Bufinefs  of  writing  for  the  Stage. 

He  died  at  the  Sign  of  the  Bull  on  Tower-hill, 
April  14th,  1685,  and  was  interred  in  a  Vault  under 
the  Church  of  St.  Clement  Danes. 

Mr.  Langbaine  is  of  Opinion,  that  his  Genius  in 
Comedy  lay  a  little  too  much  to  Libertinifm  ;  but 
that  in  Tragedy  he  made  it  his  bufinefs  for  the  moffc 
part  to  obferve  the  Decorum  of  the  Stage,  and  that 
he  was  a  Man  of  excellent  Parts,  and  daily  im¬ 
proved  in  Writing  ;  though  he  fometimes  fell  into 
Plagiarifm,  as  well  as  others.  of  his  Contempo¬ 
raries,  and  borrow’d  very  freely  from  Shakefpear. 
Mr.  Addifon’s  Charadter  of  him  is  greatly  to  his 
Advantage ;  he  has  follow’d  Nature.,  fays  that  incom¬ 
parable  Critic,  in  the  Language  of  his  Tragedy,  and 
therefore  fhines  in  the  paffionate  Parts  more  than 
any  of  our  Englilh  Poets.  As  there  is  fomething 

familiar 
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familiar  and  domeftic  in  the  Fable  of  his  Tragedy, 
more  than  in  thofe  of  any  other  Poet,  he  has  little  r 
Pomp,  but  great  Force  in  his  Expreffions.  For 
which  Reafon,  though  he  has  admirably  fucceeded 
in  the  tender  and  mehing  Part  of  his  Tragedies,  he 
fometimes  falls  into  too  great  a  Familiarity  of  Phrafe 
in  thofe  Parts,  which,  by  Ariftotle’s  Rule,  ought  to 
have  been  raifed  and  fupported  by  the  Dignity 
of  Expreffion.  It  has  been  obferved  by  others,  that 
this  Poet  has  founded  his  Tragedy  of  Venice  Pre- 
ferved,  on  fo  wrong  a  Plot,  that  the  greateft  Charac¬ 
ters  in  it  are  thofe  of  Rebels  and  Traitors.  Had  the 
Hero  of  his  Play  difcovered  the  fame  good  Qualities 
in  the  Defence  of  his  Country,  that  he  fhewed  for  its 
Ruin  andSubverfion,  the  Audience  could  not  enough 
pity  and  admire  him.  But  as  he  is  now  repre- 
fented,  we  can  only  fay  of  him,  what  the  Roman 
Hiftorian  fays  of  Catiline,  that  his  Fall  would  have 
been  glorious,  had  he  fo  fallen  in  the  Service  of  his 
Country. 

Mr.  Charles  Gildon  ftiles  our  Author  “  a  Poet 
“  of  the  firft  Magnitude  j”  and  tells  us,  that  he  was 
a  perfect  Mafter  of  the  tragic  Paflions,  and  draws 
them  every  where  with  a  juft  and  natural  Simpli¬ 
city  ;  and  therefore  never  fails  to  raife  ftrong  Emo¬ 
tions  in  the  Soul  :  whereas  Mr.  Dryden,  who  affe&s 
a  quite  different  Stile,  and  feldom  or  never  touches 
the  Paflions,  for  mod  part  of  his  time  expreffed  a 
very  mean,  if  not  contemptible,  Opinion  of  our 
Poet  j  though  at  laft,  efpecially  in  his  Preface  to 
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Du  Frefnoy,  he  declared  in  his  Favour;  and  yet 
even  there  could  not  but  throw  in  fome  Exceptions 
againft  his  Didtion.  “To  exprefs,”  fays  Mr.  Dry- 
den  in  that  Paffage,  “  the  Paffions,  which  are  feated 
“  in  the  Heart,  by  outward  Signs,  is  one  great  Pre- 
“  cept  of  the  Painters,  and  very  difficult  to  per- 
“  form.  In  Poetry,  the  very  fame  Paffions  and 
“  Motions  of  the  Mind  are  to  be  expreffed  ;  and 
u  in  this  confifts  the  principal  Difficulty,  as  well  as 
w  the  Excellency  of  t’nar  Art.  This  (fays  Du  Fref- 
“  noy)  is  the  Gift  of  Jupiter  ;  and,  to  fpeak  in  the 
“  fame  heathen  Language,  we  call  it  the  Gift  of  our 
“  Apollo,  not  to  be  obtained  by  Pains  or  Study, 
“  if  we  are  not  born  to  it.  For  the  Motions,. 
u  which  are  Urudied,  are  never  fo  natural  as  thofe 
tc  which  break  out  in  the  height  of  a  real  Paffion. 
“  Mr.  Otway  pcffeffed  this  Part  as  thoroughly  as- 
“  any  of  the  Ancients  and  Modems.  I  will  not  de- 
“  fend  every  thing  in  his  Venice  Preferv’d  ;  but  I 
“  ir.uft  bear  this  Teftimony  to  his  Memory,  that 
ce  the  Paffions  are  truly  touched  in  it,  though  per- 
“  haps  there  is  fomewhat  to  be  defired  both  in  the 
“  Grounds  of  them,  and  in  the  rleight  and  Ele- 
“  gance  of  Expreffion.  But  Nature  is  there,  which 
“  is  the  greateft  Beauty.” 

He  was  undoubtedly  Matter  of  the  moft  affecting 
Manner  in  expreffing  the  Paffions,  and  touched 
them  with  great  Skill  and  Delicacy.  I  do  not  know 
of  fuch  another  Inftance  of  this  Foice  as  in  the 
Play  of  the  Orphan.  This  Tiagedy  is  cornpoied.of 

Perfons,. 
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Perfons,  whofe  Fortunes  do  not  exceed  the  Qua¬ 
lity  of  fuch  as  we  ordinarily  call  People  of  Condi¬ 
tion  :  and  without  the  Advantage  of  having  the 
Scene  heightened  by  the  Importance  of  the  Charac¬ 
ters,  his  inimitable  Skill  in  reprefenting  the  Motions 
of  the  Heart,  and  its  Affe&ions,  is  fuch,  that  the 
Circumftances  are  great  from  the  Art  of  the  Poet, 
rather  than  from  the  Fortunes  of  the  Perfons  repre- 
fented.  The  whole  Drama  is  admirably  wrought, 
and  the  Mixture  of  the  Paffions  (raifed  from 
Affinity,  Gratitude,  Love  and  Mifunderftanding 
between  Brethren,  Ill-ufage  from  Perfons  oblig’d 
flowly  return’d  by  the  Benefa&ors,  the  whole 
grounded  upon  very  probable  Miftakes)  keeps  the 
Mind  in  a  continual  Anxiety  and  Contrition.  The 
Sentiments  of  the  unhappy  innocent  Monimia  are 
delicate  and  natural ;  (he  is  miferable  without  Guilt, 
but  incapable  of  living  with  a  Confcioufnefs  of 
having  committed  an  ill  Aft,  tho’  her  Inclination 
had  no  Part  in  it.  It  was  only  in  Otway’s  Power,  to 
give  thefe  Diftrefles  in  Domeftic  Life,  Weight 
enough  to  move  the  general  Senfe  of  an  Audience. 
And  Mrs.  Barry,  the  celebrated  ASfrefs,  ufed  to  fay, 
that  in  her  Part  of  Monimia  fhe  never  fpoke  thefe 
three  Words,  “  Ah  !  poor  Caftalia  !”  without 
Tears.  Upon  which  occafionMr.  Gildon  obferves, 
that  all  that  pathetic  Force  had  been  loft,  if  any 
more  Words  had  been  added  ;  and  the  Poet  would 
haveftriven  in  vain  to  heighten  them  by  the  Addition 
•f  Figures  of  Speech,  fince  the  Beauty  of  thofe  three 

plain 
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plain  fimple  Words  is  fo  great  by  the  Force  of  Nature, 
that  they  muft  have  been  weakened  and  obfeured  by 
the  moft  fhining  Flowers  of  Rhetoric. 

The  Faculty  of  mingling  good  and  bad  Charac¬ 
ters,  and  involving  their  Fortunes,  feems  to  be  the 
diftinguifhing  Excellence  of  this  Writer.  He  very 
well  knew,  that  nothing  but  diftreffed  Virtue  can 
ftrongly  touch  us  with  Pity.  Therefore  in  Venice 
Preferv’d,  to  make  us  have  any  manner  of  regard  to 
the  Confpirators,  he  makes  Pierre  talk  of  redrefling 
Wrongs,  and  mention  all  the  Common-place  of 
Malecontents. 

To  fee  the  Sufferings  of  my  Fellow-Creatures, 

And  own  myfelf  a  Man  :  To  fee  our  Senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  People  with  a  Shew 
Of  Liberty,  which  yet  they  ne’er  muft  tafte  of: 
They  fay  by  them  our  Hands  are  free  from  Fetters, 
Yet  whom  they  pleafe  they  lay  in  bafeft  Bonds  j 
Bring  whom  they  pleafe  to  Infamy  and  Sorrow  j 
Drive  us  like  Wrecks  down  the  roughTide  of  Power, 
Whilft  no  Hold’s  left  to  fave  us  from  Deftrudtion. 

All  that  bear  this  are  Villains,  and  I  one, 

Not  to  roufe  up  at  the  great  Call  of  Nature, 

And  check  the  Growth  of  thefe  Domeftic  Spoilers, 
That  make  us  Slaves,  and  tell  us  its  our  Charter. 

Jaffeir’s  Wants  and  Diftrefles  make  him  prone  • 
enough  to  any  defperate  Relolution,  yet  fays  he ; 
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But  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels, 

The  Bitternefs  her  tender  Spirit  taftes  of, 

I  own  myfelf  a  Coward  :  Bear  my  Weaknefs, 

If  throwing  thus  my  Arms  about  thy  Neck, 

I  play  the  Boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  Bofom. 

Jaffeir’s  Expoftulation  afterwards  is  the  Pi£lure 
of  all  who  are  partial  to  their  own  Merit,  and  gene¬ 
rally  think  a  Relifh  of  the  Advantages  of  Life  is 
Pretence  enough  to  enjoy  them. 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heav’n, 

Thou  mad’ft  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  Spirit, 
Afpiring  Thoughts,  and  elegant  Defires 
That  fill  the  happieft  Man  ?  Ah  !  rather  why 
Didft  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Fate, 
Bafe-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  Burdens  ? 

How  dreadful  is  Jaffeir’s  Soliloquy,  after  he  is 
engag’d  in  the  Confpiracy. 

I’m  here ;  and  thus  the  Shades  of  Night  around  me, 

I  look  as  if  all  Hell  were  in  my  Heart, 

And  I  in  Hell.  Nay,  furely  ’tis  fo  with  me  j — 
For  every  Step  I  tread,  methinks  fome  Fiend 
Knocks  at  my  Breaft,  and  bids  it  not  be  quiet. 

I’ve  heard  how  defperate  Wretches,  like  myfelf. 
Have  wander’d  out  at  this  dead  time  of  Night 
To  meet  the  Foe  of  Mankind  in  his  Walk  : 

Sure  I’m  fo  curft,  that,  tho’  of  Heav’n  forfaken. 
No  Minifter  of  Darknefs  cares  to  tempt  me. 

Hell !  Hell !  why  fieepeft  thou  ? 
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In  this  Play,  he  catches  our  Hearts  by  intro¬ 
ducing,  if  I  may  fo  call  it,  the  Epifode  of  Belvidera. 
Private  and  public  Calamities  alternately  claim  our 
Concern;  and  fometimes  we  are  againft  the  whole 
State  for  the  fake  of  one  diftreffed  Woman,  again 
we  come  to  ourfelves,  and  recover  our  Senfes  in 
behalf  of  a  whole  People  in  danger.  There  is  not 
a  virtuous  Charadter  in  the  Play  but  that  of  Belvidera ; 
and  yet  fo  wonderful  is  the  Force  of  the  Author’s 
Eloquence  and  Skill  in  mingling  Vices  and  Virtues, 
and  private  with  public  Concerns,  that  the  Ruffian 
on  the  Wheel  is  as  much  the  Objedt  of  Pity,  as  if 
he  had  been  brought  to  that  unhappy  Fate  for 
fome  brave  Adlion.  I  know  not  but  thefe  loofe 
Hints  may  improve  the  Tafte  of  the  Readers  of  this 
Author,  which  is  the  fincere  Wifh  of  the  Publifher  j 
for  he  is  fenfible  nothing  can  prevent  the  Sale  of 
Mr.  Otway’s  Works,  but  Ignorance  of  his  Excel¬ 
lencies. 
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Laudetur  ab  his,  culpetur  ab  illis. 

Horat.  Serin.  Lib,  i.  $at>  2« 


Vol.  I, 


£ 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

charLes, 

Earl  of  Middlesex. 


My  LORD, 

AM  fufficiently  fenfible  of  my 
jSjj  I  Sjj  own  Arrogance,  that  being  al- 
niofl:  a  Stranger  to  every  thing 
of  you  but  your  Fame,  I  durfl:  obtrude  lb 
abjeft  a  Trifle  as  this,  under  the  Patro¬ 
nage  of  fo  eminent  a  Perfon  •,  but  that  gene¬ 
rous  Candour,  wherewith  you  oblige  all  the 

B  2  World, 
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World,  gave  me  courage  to  hope  you  might 
at  leaft  pardon  this  firft  Offence  in  me. 
And  though,  perhaps,  the  belt  Prefents 
of  this  Nature  may  not  be  more  than  or¬ 
dinary  grateful  5  yet  I  have  here  my  Wifnes, 
if  the  Sincerity  of  my  Zeal  may  atone 
for  the  Meannefs  of  the  Offering :  That  is 
the  fartheft  Profpeft  I  take,  which,  whilft 
I  have  in  view,  I  dare  not  (though  perhaps 
as  juftly  as  fome  others  have  done  I  might) 
complain  of  the  Cenfures  of  the  World  ; 
for  ffnce  I  have  heard  that  your  Lord- 
flip  proved  indulgent,  I  were  unworthy  of 
the  Favours  you  bellowed,  Ihould  I  be  con¬ 
cerned  at  the  Malice  or  Petulancy  of  thofe, 
who  (alas!)  will  needs  think  it  modifh  to 
be  critical,  but  in  the  mean  while  forget  it 
is  as  gentle  to  be  civil.  No,  my  Lord,  it 
is  under  your  Umbrage  only  I  would  court 
Protection,  to  whom  Heaven  has  given  a 
Soul,  whofe  Endowments  are  as  much  above 
Flattery,  as  itfelf  abhors  it ;  and  which  are 
as  impoffible  to  be  defcribed,  as  I  am  unable 
to  comprehend  them.  But  as  poored  Pil¬ 
grims,  when  they  vifit  Shrines,  will  make 

fome 
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fome  Prefents  where  they  kneel :  fo  I  have 
here  brought  mine,  by  your  own  Good-* 
nefs  only  made  worthy  to  be  preferved  • 
in  whole  Defence  I  can  fay  nothing  more, 
than  that  with  it  ail  my  belt  Endeavours 
are,  and  ever  fhall  be  ready  to  teftify  how 
much  I  am, 


My  LORD , 


the  mojl  carnejl  gf  yettf 


ddfjihWif 


Tho.  Otway. 
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Spoken  by  Mr.  Harris. 

NEver  did  Rhymer  greater  Hazard  run 
’ Mengji  us  hy  your  Severity  undone  : 

Tho'  <vjs,  alas  !  to  oblige  you  have  done  mojl, 

And  bought  ye  Pleafures  at  your  oven  fad  Crf  ; 

Yet  all  our  bejl  Endeavours  have  been  lojl. 

So  oft  a  Statefman  laboring  to  be  good. 

His  Hcnefy's  for  Treafon  anderflood : 

Whiljl  fame  falfe  flatt' ring  Minion  of  the  Court, 

Shall  play  the  Traitor ,  and  be  honour'd  for't. 

To  you  known  fudges  of  what' s  Senfe  and  Wit, 

Our  Author  fvsears  he  gladly  will  fubmit  : 

But  there' s  a  fort  of  Things  infefl  the  Pit, 

P hat  will  be  witty,  fpitc  cf  Nature  too, 

And  to  be  thought  fo,  haunt  and  pejiir-  you. 

Hither  fotnetimes  thofe  Would-be-Wit s  repair 
In  quef  of  you  ;  where  if  you  not  appear , 

Cries  out - Pugh  !  Damn  me,  vshat  do  we  do  here  ? 

Strait  up  he  farts,  his  Garniture  then  puts 
In  order,  fo  he  cocks,  and  out  he  fruts 
To  th'  Cojfee-ho'ufe,  where  he  about  him  looks  ; 

Spies  Friend,  cries  Jack — I've  been  to  Night  at  th'  Duke’s  : 
They,flly  Rogues,  arc  all  undone,  my  Dear, 

I  gad  !  not  one  of  Serfs  that  I  faw  there. 

Thus 


PROLOGUE, 

Thus  to  himfelf  he’d  Reputation  gather 

Of  Wit,  and  good  Acquaintance,  but  has  neither. 

Wit  has  indeed  a  Stranger  been  of  late, 

'Mongjl  its  Pretenders  nought  fo  f  range  as  that. 
Both  Houfes  too  too  long  a  Fajl  have  known. 
That  coajrfejl  NonfenJ'e  goes  mofi  glibly  down. 
Thus  tho '  this  Trifer  never  wrote  before. 

Yet  faith  he  ventur' d  on  the  common  Score  : 

Since  NonfenJ'e  is  fo  generally  allow'd. 

He  hopes  that  his  may  pafs  amongjl  the  Croud. 
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Dramat^ 


Dramatis  Perfonse 


M  E  N. 


Agis,  Mr.  Medium . 

Alcibiades ,  General  of  Athens,  but  fled  1 
thencein  Difcontent.andmadeGene-  >  Mr.  Betterton ■ 
ral  of  Sparta,  betrothed  to  Timandra,  J 

cl‘ijjaph ernes,  the  old  General  of  Sparta,  Mr.  Sanford . 

Pairocliis,  his  Son,  Friend  to  Alciliades,  Mr.  Crtjly. 

fheramnes,  the  now  Athenian  General,  )  , „  TJ 
•  ,  ,  ’  S  Mr.  Hams . 

in  love  with  1 . imandra,  j 

Bdyndus,  a  young  Noble  of  Athens,  7  M  Gillow. 
his  Friend,  j 

W  O  M  E  N. 


°f  ****?  "  IoV£  |  Mrs.  Lee, 

rmmdrct  a  noble  la#,  be-  ?  j**** 

rot  - tj  A.utikues,  j 

Z>.  axilla.  Siller  to  Alciliades,  and  her  7  ^  » 

Friend,  J  ■'* 

Ar della,  Lady  cf  Honour  to  the  Queen  7  q-^j 
of  Sparta,  $  a’ 


Frieds  and  Priedefles  of  Hymen,  Spirits,  Guards,  Meflen- 
gers,  Villains,  Ladies,  Li fc. 


ALCIBIADES, 


A  C  T  I.  SCENE  I. 
SCENE,  A  Palace , 

Enter  Timakdra  and  Dsaxilla, 

Shouts  without,  Theramnes  !  I'heramncs  !  Vheramnes  f 
Enter  a  Servant, 
r  IMA  ND  RA. 

FH¥AT  mean  thefe  Shouts  ? — 

**fw  ^  SERVAN  r. 

^  Oh  all  your  Hopes  are  croft# 

The  Gallant  Alcihiades  is  loft, 

T I  MAN  D  R  A. 

Hah  !— 

S  E  R  VAN?. 

- - When  lift  Night  the  Youth  of  Athens  lats 

Rofe  up  the  QrgiU  to  celebrate, 

1  he  Bacchanals,  all  hot  and  drun'k  with  Wine, 

He  led  to  the  Almighty  Thund’rer’s  Shrine, 

And  there  his  Image  Tea  ted  on  a  Throne 
They  violently  took,  and  tumbled  down  i 
T  his  Opportunity  E'heranum  got 
To  fup plant  him,  and  his  own  Fnds  promote  ; 

JJ  5  .Far 
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Alcibiades. 

For  by  the  Senate  he  was  doom’d  to  bleed. 

And  that  his  Rival  fhou’d  in  all  fucceed, 

Bur  he,  the  threatning  Danger  to  evade. 

Is  to  the  Spartan  Camp  for  Refuge  Red  : 

Ar.a  now,  by  Order  from  the  Senate,  all 
V  ;th  Shouts  proclaim  'Tberamnes  General. 

TIM  AND?.  A. 

But  is  he  fled  ?  Has  he  fo  meanly  done. 

To  leave  me  to  be  wretched  here  alone  r 
Is  this  thy  plighted  Faith,  is  this  thv  Truth  ! 

Oh  too  cnkind,  falfe,  and  unconftant  Youth  !  [ Ex .  Serv, 
DRAXILLA. 

z 

Madam,  believe  not  "but  my  Brother’s  jufl. 

You  wrong  his  Honour  hv  this  mean  Diilruft  ; 

Think  you  that  Diftance'Van  his  Love  rebate  ? 

T  IMANDRA. 

Thv  young  Experience  never  felt  thg  Weight 
Of  Lovers  Fears ;  if  juft,  he'll  eafily 
Lxcufe  that  Love,  that  breeds  this  Jealoufv. 

DRAXILLA.. 

But,  Madam,  for  thefe  Doubts  no  Grounds  you  have. 

T  IMANDRA. 

Alas !  go  afk  of  Mad-men  why  they  rave. 

V,  hat  more  couid  Fate  do  to  augment  my  Woe  ? 

I  love,  am  mad,  and  know  not  what  1  do. 

I,  who  before  had  nothing  in  my  Eyes 
But  Love  and  Glory  growing  to  Delight ; 

Like  Chymifts  waiting  for  their  Labours  Prize, 

Mv  Hopes  are  dalh’d  and  rain’d  in  their  Height. 
DRAXILLA. 

Alas,  we  but  with  weak  Intelligence 
Read  Heaven’s  Decrees;  th'are  writ  in  Myftic  Senfe, 
For  were  they  open  laid  to  mortal  Eyes, 

Men  would  be  Gods,  or  they  no  Deities, 


c. 


Perhaps 
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II 

Perhaps  the  wifer  Pow’rs  thought  fit  this  way 
To  give  your  growing  Happinefs  Allay  ; 

Left  fliould  it  in  its  high  Perfe&ion  come. 

Your  Soul  for  the  Reception  might,  want  room. 

T I  M  AN  D  R  A. 

Thy  P.eafons,  kind  Draxilla,  weakly  move: 

What  Woman  e’er  complain’d  of  too  much  Love  ? 

No,  had  I  naked  to  the  World  been  left. 

Of  Honour  and  its  gaudy  Plumes  bereft, 

Yet  all  thefe  I  with  Gladnefs  could  refign,  j 

So  Alcibiades  had  ftill  been  mine  : 

But  he  remov’d,  what  can  they  give  alone  ? 

What  is  the  Calket  when  the  Jewel’s  gone  ? 

D  R.AXI-L  L  A. 

Madam,  if  he  be  gone,  ’6s  to  obtain 
A  nobler  Luftre,  and  return  again  : 

Think  you  his  great  Soul  could,  with  Patience  fee 
His  rifled  Honours  heap’d  on’s  Enemy  ; 

And  not  his  Rage  have  grown  to  that  tixeefs, 

As  mult  have  ruin’d  all  your  Happinefs  ? 

But  he  withdrew,  and  like  a  zealous  Hermit  did  forgo 
Thofe  little  Toys,  to  gain  a  Heav’n  in  you. 

T  IMANDRA. 

That  Zeal  mull  needs  be  very  weak  and  faint. 

That  lets  the  Votary  forfake  his  Saint; 

No,  he  is  happy  in  fame  other  Flame, 

And  from  his  hreaft  has  blotted  out  my  Name: 

So  that  there  nothing  more  remains  for  me 
But  a  kind  Death,  or  a  long  Mifery. 

But  Death  alone’s  th’  unhappy  Lover’s  Eafe, 

That  Teals  up  to  us  an  eternal  Peace  ; 

By  that  our  Souls  to  endlefs  Pleafures  move. 

And  we  enjoy  an  everlafling  Love. 

Yet  e’er  I  die,  as  die  I  feel  1  mult, 

To  Alcibiades  I  would  be  juft ; 

B  6  Fain 
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Alcibiades. 

Fain  wou’d  1  let  him  know  how  I  refign 
All  in  him,  that  his  pad  Vows  had  made  mine  ? 

Then  to  its  Seat  in  Peace  my  Soul  fiiould  fly, 

And  calmly  at  my  Lover’s  Feet  I’d  die. 

Dr  axilla,  for  thy  Friend,  what  couldd  thou  do  ? 

D  R  AXIL  L  A. 

Madam,  I  could  do  any  thing  for  you  ; 

1  know  not  what  you’d  alk  me  i’d  deny. 

Except  that  cruel  thing,  to  fee  you  die. 

TIM  A  N  D  R  A. 

Some  fafe  Difguifes  for  us  then  provide. 

From  watchful  Eyes  our  fudden  Flight  to  hide  ; 

Hence  to  the  Spartan  Camp  I’ll  forthwith  move. 

Borne  on  the  Wings  of  Jealoufy  and  Love  : 

For  I’m  refolv’d  to  know  the  word  of  Fate  ; 
i  wou’d  be  bled;  can  be  unfortunate; 

Since  his  the  only  thing  of  Fleav’n  I  crave. 

To  meet  a  faithful  Lover,  or  a  Grave. 

Thera  m  n’e  s  at  the  Dacr . 

THERA  M  N  E  S. 

— Stay,  kind  P&lyna’us,  here, 

Whild  1  go  pay  my  juit Devotion  there :  [Stepping  to  Tim. 
He,  faircll  Queen  of  Love  and  Peauty,  here 
Your  faith  foiled  and  humbled  Worihipper, 

Vv'ho  cotnes  to  offer  up  a  Sacrifice 
To  thole  eternal  Glories  of  your  Fycs  ; 

It  is  a  Heart  as  fpotlcfs  and  fine  ere. 

As  the  chafle  Vows  of  holy  Yedals  are  ; 

Accept,  divine  one,  and  pronounce  my  Doom. 

TIM  AN  DR  A. 

Are  you,  my  Lord,  to  mock  rny  Sorrows  come? 
TIIE  R  A  M  HE  S. 

Nc,  (guided  by  my  Love)  !  humbly  came 
To -pay  my  Duty,  and  p  relent  mv  Flame. 

TIM  AX- 
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TIM  A  N  DR  A. 

What  Flame  or  Duty  can  you  owe  to  me  ? 

THER  A'MNE  S. 

Next  what  the  Holy  to  the  Deity, 

When  they  for  Bleflings  at  the  Altars  move  ; 

’Tis  Adoration,  Madam,  join’d  with  Love. 

T I  M  A  N  D  R  A. 

Love  !  I  thought  that  had  been  e’er  this  o’er-blown; 
I’m  fure  it  had  fmall  Hopes  to  live  upon. 

THERA  MNES. 

That  Love,  which  only  tedious  Hopes  fuftain. 

Is  a  dull,  eafy,  and  ignoble  Pain  : 

Mine’s  an  enliv’ning  and  tranfporting  Fire, 

Whofe  Flames  increafe,  and  frill  are  piercing  higher. 

T I M  AN  D  R  A. 

Yes,  as  from  Piles  fome  wilder  Flames  efTay 
To  mount,  but  baffled  part  in  Fumes  away; 

So  all  that  Love,  you  now  fo  ftrongly  boaft. 

Sever’d  from  Hope,  in  a  weak  Vapour’s  loll. 

.But  you  too  urgent  in  your  Suit  appear. 

THERAMNES. 

Oh  what’s  too  urgent  for  a  Joy  fo  dear  ! 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Since  then  you  Coniiancy  fo  firmly  vow, 

"Worthy  Tbcramms ,  here  1  do  fo  too.  [Gives  her  hand. 
THER  AM  NE  S. 

Thus  when  the  Storms  of  Love  are  over-pad, 

V/e  gain  the  wilht-for  Port  of  Blifs  at  lad. 

I  ne’er  could  doubt -  [KiJJes  her  han£, 

TIM  AN  DR  A. 

- Then  know  I  ne’er  can  ceale 

From  my  vow’d  Love  to  Alcibiades. 

THE  R  AM  N  E  S. 

I’m  loll,  and  ail  thofe  Joys'l  favv  fo  near, 

Va'nilh,  and  leave  me  wandring  in  Delpair: 

Thus, 
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Thus,  Madam,  baib’rous  Cruelty  y’ave  fhown, 
Railing  me  up  only  to  throw  me  down. 

T I  M  A  N  D  R  A. 

Not  to  deceive  you,  I  (Tberamnes)  know 
How  much  I  am  oblig’d  t’your  Love  and  you. 

Since  you  fuch  ample  Kindnefs  did  exprefs. 

In  favour  of  my  Alcibiades  ; 

How  poorly  did  yon  envy  the  Edeem 
I  for  his  matc’nlefs  Virtues  had,  and  him ! 

"When  finding  him  abandon’d  by  the  State, 

You  to  advance  your  Int’red,  did  create 
Hew  Feuds, - 

As  if  my  Love  were  balanc’d  by  his  Fate  : 

No,  he  had  nobler  Charms  my  Bread:  to  move, 
Unblemifh’d  Honour,  and  a  fpotlefs  Love  ; 

Which  tho’  perhaps  now  know  another  Flame, 

Yet  I  have  Love  and  Paliion  for  their  Name. 

THERAMNES. 

Am  I  then  of  all  Hopes  of  Blifs  debarr’d  ? 

Oh  too  foft  Charms  fway’d  by  a  Heart  too  hard  ! 

TIM AND  R  A. 

Y’are  fomething  difcompos’d,  Sir,  I  perceive, 

And  ’tis  but  Modedy  to  take  my  Leave. 

THE  RAMNE  S. 

Oh  day,  and  pity  a  poor  Lover’s  Fate  ! 

TIMANDRA. 

If  Pity,  Sir,  is  all  you  afk,  take  that. 

•  THERAMNES. 

Heavens,  can  fhe  at  thofe  Chains  fhe  gave  me  feoff! 

TJMAND  R  A. 

You  at  your  Plcafure,  Sir,  may  (hake  ’em  off. 

\JExcunt  I  im.  and  Drax. 
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Enter  Polyndu  s. 

POLTNDUS. 

How  fares  my  nobleft  Friend  ? 

THERAMNE  S. 

— —  A  s  thofe  who  are 
Tott’ring  upon  the  Brinks  of  dire  Defpair ; 

Help  and  retrieve  me  with  th’  aflilting  Hand, 

Love  thrufts  me  forward,  and  I  cannot  Band. 

POLTNDUS . 

Then,  Sir,  turn  back,  and  Face  your  driving  Foe. 

THERAMNE  S. 

Alas !  what  can  a  fetter’d  Captive  do  ? 

The  more  I  drive,  the  falter  1  am  bound, 

As  ign’rant  Swimmers  are  with  ftruggling  drown’d, 

POLTNDUS. 

Timandra  furely  can’t  in  Honour  lefs, 

Than  crown  your  Love  with  profperous  Succefs  j 
When  Ihe  believes  (as  certainly  (he  mult) 

That  Alcibiades  is  prov’d  unjuft. 

THE  R  AMN  E  S. 

Alas,  Ihe  loves  him  with  much  greater  Flame, 

And  pays  Devotion  to  his  very  Name  ; 

Diltance  adds  to  their  Loves  a  Violence, 

And  their  Souls  hold  from  far  Intelligence. 

Thus  my  miltaking  Policy  out-runs 
My  Fate ;  and  I’m  by  my  own  Plots  undone. 

P  OLTND  US. 

Why  do  you  let  your  Soul  be  fo  opprell  ? 

’Tis  Patience  belt  bedts  a  gallant  Bread. 

1  HE  R  AMNE  S. 

Patience  !  What’s  that  ?  the  Midrefs  of  tame  Fools ; 
That  can  in  nothing  elfe  employ  their  Souls : 

No  ;  dnce,  Timandra,  thou  canit  difapprove 
My  juft  Flame,  for  an  abfent  Rival’s  Love, 

J’lt 
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I’ll  find  that  Rival  out,  and  fnatch  his  Ereath, 

Tho’  ev’ry  Step  I  tread  encounter  Death, 

POLTNDUS . 

Now,  Sir,  y’are  brave - 

Already  you’ve  difarm’d  Timandra'z  Charms, 

Methinks  I  fee  you  rev’ling  in  her  Arms  ! 

Let’s  then  o’th’  Wings  of  Love  and  Honour  fiy 
To  th’  Field,  and  meet  th’  infulting  Enemy; 

Where  thro’  the  Paths  of  Death  and  Biood  we’ll  go 
To  meet  your  Rival,  and  his  Country’s  Foe  : 

There  the  Remembrance  of  Titnandra's  Charms, 
nail  add  frelh  Courage  to  your  conqu’ring  Arms, 

But  if  Fate  the  Succefs  fo  order  lhall. 

That  by  your  Rival’s  Sword  you  chance  to  fall : 

1  then  (as  Honour  juflly  will  command) 

Infpir’d  by  Friendfhip  and  Timandira's  Name, 

Will  bravely  item  him,  and  with  this  bold  Hand 
Revenge  or  fall  a  Vidtim  to  your  Flame. 

THERA  M  N  E  S. 

Oh  noble  generous  Youth  !  whofe  tender  Years 
Such  gallant  Courage  and  fuch  Honour  wear  ! 

How  can  my  Aims  but  in  my  Wifhes  end,  [ Embraces  him. 
That  have  fo  worthy  and  fo  brave  a  Friend  ? 

Come,  my Polymus - - 

POLTNDUS. 

. - On  my  Friend  I’ll  wait, 

Thro’  all  the  Labyrinths  of  Love  and  Fate.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  If.  The  Tent  of  a  Pcvvillion  P.oyal ;  the 
King  and  Queen  cf  Sparta,  Alcibiades,  Tissa- 
pheknes,  Patroclus,  Guards,  Ladies,  &c. 

KING. 

Now  mud  proud  Athens  lay  her  Triumphs  down. 

And  pay  her  Glory’s  t  ribute  to  my  Crown; 

No 


A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  S. 

No  more  (hall  ftupid  Greece  Her  Fetters  wear. 

Nor  make  difadvantageous  Peace  for  fear ; 

But  the  herfelf  mull  in  Subjeftion  come, 

And  humbly  at  my  Feet  expert  her  Doom, 

TIS  SAP  HERNE  S. 

Yes,  Sir  ;  all  Glories  mull,  when  yours  break  forth. 
Go  out,  and  lofe  their  Beauty,  and  their  Worth  ; 

And  like  falfe  Angels  vanilh  and  be  gone. 

Dreading  thofe  Shapes  they  durlt  before  put  on. 

PATROCLUS. 

Athens,  the  World’s  great  Miftrefs,  will  not  be 
Courted  with  low  and  vulgar  Gallantry  ; 

Her  Glory  aims  at  higher  Charadters, 

Than  heavy  Gown-men  clad  in  formal  Furs : 

Who  wins  her.  Deeds  ’bove  common  Fate  mud  do  ; 
And  fo  Ihe’s  only  Mifcrefs  fit  for  you. 

KING. 

Yes  !  And  I  only  will  enjoy  her  too. 

But  noble  generous  Youth,  thou  halt  alone  [To  Alcibiades, 
Things  worthy  the  Athenian  Honour  done : 

Thou  like  a  tow’ring  Eagle  foar’d’lt  above 
That  lower  Orb  in  which  they  faintly  move ; 

A  Flight  too  high  for  their  dull  Souls  too  ufe. 
Which  prompted  ’em  that  Honour  to  abufe ; 
Thinking  their  Bafenefs  they  might  palliate, 

With  the  dark  Cloud  of  Policy  and  State. 

But  let  them  that  black  Myftery  purfue. 

By  Worth  and  Honour  Empires  greateft  grow  ; 
Which  when  abus’d,  their  Glory  does  fupprefs. 

As  revers’d  Prolpedts  make  the  Objedts  lefs. 

AL  C  I B  I  AD  E  S. 

Yours,  Sir,  like  Heaven’s  great  Soul,  is  general  ; 
Difpenfing  its  kind  Influence  on  all. 

This  makes  Succefs  and  Vidtory  repair. 

To  move  with  you  as  in  their  proper  Sphere; 
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As  fragrant  Dews  leave  the  corrupter  Earth, 

Exhal’d  by  the  Sun,  from  whom  they  have  their  Birth, 

KING. 

The  Truth  of  that  we  by  your  Laurels  know, 
Conqueft  your  Arms,  Triumph  Hill  waits  your  Lrow  J 
Ey  your  Succefs  th’  Athenian  Greatnefs  rofe, 

"Vour  Courage  featter’d  their  infulting  Fees  ; 

And  from  that  Height  to  which  by  you  they’re  grown, 

’  I  is  your  Succefs  alone  muft  throw  them  down. 

Thus  have  we  made  you  Gen’fal  of  our  Force  ; 

And  all  thofe  Honours  you  were  robb’d  of  there, 

W  e'll  make  our  Study  to  redouble  here. 

FI  S  S  A  P  HE  R  N  E  S. 

And  I  (if  that  my  Malice  tell  me  true) 

As  diligently  fhall  his  Plagues  purfue.  ^Afnk, 

ALCIBIADES. 

Of  all  my  Courage  or  my  Sword  lhall  do, 

I  the  Succefs  muft  to  your  Virtue  owe,  ■ 

The  Honour  and  the  Jufiice  of  your  Caufe 
So  glorious  are.  Fate  mud  from  them  take  Laws ; 

So  you  o’er  Athens  this  advantage  have, 

You  Fortune  rule,  to  whom  fire’s  but  a  Slave. 

KING. 

Enjoy,  my  Fiflaphernes,  now  thy  Eafe, 

And  plant  frelh  Laurels  in  the  Shades  of  Peace, 

The  Glories  thou  hall  won  fo  nuar’rous  are. 

They  fee-m  as  marry  as  thy  Age  can  bear. 

But  if  thy  Spacious  Soul  thou  canft  confine 
Within  this  narrow  Manfiou  of  mine, 

Be  this  the  utntoft  of  thy  Willies  bound, 

Po fiefs  his  grateful  Heart,  whofe  Head  th’li  crown’d. 

FI S  S  AP  HE  R  NE  S. 

Heav’n  knows  my  Age  does  feel  no  lharper  Sting-, 

C “ian  to  want  Power  to  ferve  fo  good  a  King. 
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But  finceTime  tells  me  that  my  Glafs  is  run. 

Setting  me  backward  where  I  drft  begun  ; 

Since  no  way  elfe  they  can  their  Duty  Ihovv, 

I’ll  only  employ  my  Hands  to  Heaven  for  you  : 

And  what  my  Sword  can’t,  may  Devotion  do. 

KING. 

How  truly  he  a  glorious  Monarch  is. 

That’s  crown’d  with  Bleflings  fo  iublime  as  thefe ! 

How  can  I  but  in  all  things  happy  be, 

Propt  by  fuch  Courage  and  fuch  Piety  ? 

To  me,  with  Gods,  Similitude  is  giv’n  ; 

’Tis  Power  and  Virtue  that  fupports  their  Heaven, 

Our  Royal  Standard  to  the  City  bear, 

T’alarm  it  to  Obedience,  or  to  War. 

To-morrow  mud  decide  th’  Athenian  Fate,  )  Exeunt  alt 
This  Day  to  Joy  and  Eafe  we’ll  confecrate.  j  but  Tif. 

TIS  S  AP  HERNE  S. 

Ungrateful  King  !  thy  (hallow  Aims  purfue  ; 

But,  my  brifk  updart  favourite*  have  at  you. 

Was  it  for  this  my  aftive  Youth  I  fpent 
In  War  ?  and  knew  no  Dwelling  but  a  Tent ! 

Have  I  for  this  thro’  invious  Mountains  pad  ? 
Demolifh’d  Cities,  and  laid  Kingdoms  wade  ? 

Still  in  his  Caufe  unweary’d  Courage  (hovvn  ? 

And  almod  hid  his  Head  in  Crowns  I  won  i 
Upon  my  Bread  receiv’d  fo  many  Scars, 

They  feem  a  War  defcrib’d  in  Charafters  ? 

And  mud  the  Harved  of  my  Toil  and  Blood, 

Upon  a  fawning  Rebel  be  bedow’d  ? 

Who  having  falfe  to  his  own  Country  been, 

Comes  here  to  play  his  Treafons  o’er  again  ? 

Mud  he  at  lad  tumble  my  Trophies  down. 

And  revel  in  the  Glories  I  have  won  ? 

Whild  from  my  Honours  they  me  difengage. 

With  a  dull  Compliment  to  feeble  Age, 
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What  ails  this  hardy  Hand,  that  yet  it  fhou’d 
Tremble  at  Death,  or  hart  at  reeking  Blood  ? 

Methinks  thisBagger  I  as  firmly  hold,  [Draws  aDngger. 
.And  with  a  Strength  as  refolute  and  bold, 

As  he  who  kindly  would  its.Point  impart, 

A  Prefent  to  an  envy’d  Favourite’s  Heart; 

And  J,  fond  Youth,  will  try  to  work  thy  Fall, 

Tho’  with  my  own  I  crown  thy  Funeral. 

Envy  and  Malice  from  your  Ivianfions  flee, 

Reftgn  your  Horror  and  your  Snakes  to  me  : 

For  i’ll  aft  Mifchiefs  yet  to  you  unknown  ; 

Nay,  you  fhall  all  be  Saints  when  1  come  down.  \E-xi't* 


jftCf 
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A  c  T  II.  SCENE  I. 


SCENE,  A  Grove  adjoining  to  the  Spartan  Camp . 


Enter  Timandra  and  Drakilu. 


TIM  AND  R  A. 


WHAT  uncouth  Roads  afftifted  Lovers  pa/s  ! 

How  ftrange,  prepoft’rous  Steps  their  Sorrows 
Oh,  Alcibiades,  if  thou  art  juft,  [trace! 

Forgive  th’  Excefs  of  Love  that  bred  Diftruft. 

Driven  by  that,  difguis’d  I  hither  came. 

Yet  here  and  ev’ry  where  my  Grief’s  the  fame. 

But  kind  Draxilla  s  Friendfhip  can  di/pel 
The  thickeft  Clouds  that  on  fad  Bofoms  dwel*I : 

That  does  alleviate  my  Griefs,  and  give 
My  weary’d  Soul  a  foft  and  kind  Reprieve  ; 

Which  ever  to  forget  would  be  as  hard. 

And  as  impoffible,  as  to  reward. 


DRAXILLA. 


The  ferving  you,  my  Happinefs  fecures. 

I’m  only  fomething  by  my  being  yours ; 

Since  equally  with  yours,  my  Hopes  were  croft. 
When  in  your  Lover  1  a  Brother  loft ; 

Then  like  an  Orphan,  deftitute  and  bare 
Of  all,  but  Mifery  and  fad  Defpair, 

Your  Kindnefs  gavdmy  yielding  Spirits  Reft, 
And  rais’d  me  to  a  Dwelling  in  your  Breaft  : 
Then  ought  I  not,  in  all,  my  Soul  reftgn. 

To  eafe  her  Griefs  that  kindly  pity’d  mine  ? 


TIMAN- 
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TIM AND  R  A. 

In  that  I  did  what  Honour  urg’d  me  to. 

D  RAXIL  L  A. 

And  Honour  tells  me  Gratitude  is  due. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

But  how  grows  Gratitude  to  that  degree. 

To  be  afflicted  thus  and  weep  for  me  ? 

D  RA  XI LL  A. 

Alas !  that  is  the  lead  that  I  could  do  ; 

To  our  worft  Enemies  our  Tears  we  owe. 

Friendfliip  to  fuch  a  noble  Height  fliould  rife, 

As  their  Devotion  does  in  Sacrifice, 

Who  think  they  lhew  a  Zeal  remifs  and  fmall. 

Except  themfelves  as  nobler  Victims  fall. 

With  as  great  Courage  could  1  for  you  die. 

And  my  triumphant  Soul  to  Heaven  fliould  fly; 

There  I  again  my  Friendfliip  would  renew, 

And  lay  up  chiefefl  Joys  in  flore  for  you. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Whatvaft  and  boundlefs  Flights  does  Friendfliip  take! 
Beyond  what  Search  can  fee,  or  Fancy  track  ? 

’Fis  the  Improvement  of  the  Part  Divine, 

W7hen  Souls  in  their  feraphic  Tranfports  join  ; 

In  Souls  united,  fo  we  Friendfliip  fee. 

As  many  Glories  make  a  Deity. 

Enter  Alcibiades  from  the  hack  fart  of  the  Scenes, 

D  RAXIL  L  A. 

Madam,  yonder  he  comes  who  muft  retrieve 
Your  drooping  Hopes,  and  your  faint  Joys  revive. 

%  TIM  AN  DR  A. 

My  Alcihiades  !  how  I  begin 
To  think  my  milplac’d  Jealoufy  did  fin  ! 

Go  meet  him,  feem  all  troubled  and  in  Tears, 

And  with  the  Tale  i-  taught  thee  wound  his  Ears : 

Mean 
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Alcibiades. 

_Mean  while  I  will  withdraw  myfelf  this  way. 

Nor  would  my  fwelling  Pafiious  let  me  day. 

[  Goes  to  the  Door, 

ALC  I B  I  AD  E  S. 

What  airy  Vifions  o’er  my  Eyes  there  move. 

Like  the  good  Genius  of  an  abfent  Love  ! 

here-e’er  1  turn  me,  I  methinks  efpy 
‘Twiandrc’? s  Image  foftly  gliding  by. 

Such  fond  Ambition  Love  his  Slaves  does  teach. 

To  make  ’em  fancy  what  they  cannot  reach. 

For  Oh,  Divine  One  ! 

How  fickly  Joys,  Honour  and  Greatnefs  grant, 

When  thee  the  Glory  of  my  Soul  I  want ! 

D  RAX  ILL  A. 

My  Lord  ! - 

ALCIBIADES. 

- Guard  me,  ye  Pow’rs !  Deaxilla  here. 

And  weeping  too  !  Oh  my  prophetic  Fear ! 

What  is’t  your  coming  here  would  feem  to  tell? 
Relate,  oh,  quickly,  is  my  Princefs  well  ? 

D  RAX  ILL  A. 

Ch  Sir  !  In  that  unhappy  fatal  Night, 

When  to  the  Spartan  Camp  you  took  your  Flight, 
When  by  the  cruel  Senate  you  were  drove. 

Both  to  forfake  your  Country  and  your  Love ; 
Timandra,  and  myfelf,  as  we  were  fat 
In  her  Apartment,  grieving  for  your  Fate  ; 

No  fooner,  with  fad  Jealoulies  opprelt, 

Her  wearied  Soul  in  Sleep  fought  after  Red, 

Rut  Grief  new  Scenes  of  Mifery  brought  in. 

And  play’d  in  Dreams  its  Horrors  o’er  again  : 
Sometimes  her  tender  Arms  lhe’d  forward  firetch. 
Then  fiercely  at  the  empty  Air  would  catch  : 

Weary’d  with  Grief,  Ihe  then  would  milder  be. 

And  in  a  hollow  Sigh  fend  out,  Ah  me  ! 


At 
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At  laft  Ihe  rofe,  and  ’bout  the  Chamber  walkt ; 
Sometimes  Ihe  ftarted,  then  Hood  ftill  and  talkt: 

Anon  repeat  fome  Ihort  and  pithy  Pray’r  ; 

Again  grow  wild,  and  tear  her  precious  Hair: 

Till  having  fo  wrought  Sorrow  to  that  Height, 

That  her  Soul  grew  too  tender  for  the  Weight ; 

Ere  1  my  Courage  could  colleft,  to  go 
And  give  a  Hindrance  to  the  fatal  Blow, 

She  with  her  Dagger  ftabb’d  herfelf,  and  faid> 

Thus  dy’d  Timandra ,  that  unhappy  Maid. 

AL  Cl  B  IADES. 

Ye  Gods !  Is’t  thus  your  Juftice  you  difpenfe. 

To  lay  th’  Reward  of  Guilt  on  Innocence  ? 

What  tho’  thefe  facrilegious  Hands  have  thrown 
Your  Images,  thofe  pageant  Glories,  down  1 
Mult  you  Revenge  on  her  I  lov’d  transfer  ? 

You  might  have  plagu’d  me,  fo  y’ad  pity’d  her. 

But  thus  I’ll  fend  my  Soul,  where  it  may  tell 
She  lov’d  too  ralhly,  but  not  lov’d  too  well : 

[ Offers  to  fall  on  his  Sword,  but  is  hinder'd  by  Draxilla. 
Oh  Sifter  !  Ao  not  hinder  me  my  Death  ; 

Sighs  are  fhe  only  Ufe  I’ve  left  of  Breath  : 

One  Blow  will  put  an  end  to  Grief  and  me. 

! 

Enter  Timandra. 
TIMANDRA. 

That,  Sir,  you  mult  not  do,  nor  mull  I  fee. 

[  Alcibiades  farts* 

Why  fly  you  back  ?  Nay,  if  you  Ihun  me  now, 

I  fhall  grow  apt  to  think  my  Fears  too  true. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Oh  Heavens !  does  then  my  dear  Timandra  live  ! 

The  Joy’s  too  mighty  for  me  to  receive  ; 

This  was  the  greatefl:  Blifs  Heaven  had  to  give. 

Eo.v 
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Alcibiades. 

How  rafhly  did  my  impious  Rage  profane 
Your  Goodnefs  !  Oh  but  wa(h  away  that  Stain, 

Then  I  with  Vidims  will  your  Altars  load. 

And  have  a  Sacrifice  for  ev’ry  God : 

Till  by  thofe  holy  Fires  this  black  Offence 
Be  purg’d,  and  purify’d  to  Innocence. 

But,  Deareft,  how  could  you  fo  cruel  be. 

To  let  fuch  Blifs  be  drefs’d  in  Mifery  ? 

To  tell  me  you  were  dead  ! 

How  could  you  think  but  th*  Horror  of  that  Breath 
Mull  damp  my  Soul,  and  chill  me  into  Death  i 

TIMA  ND  RA. 

Alas  !  my  Fears  could  find  out  no  Relief, 

But  thus  t’affault  you  in  the  Garb  of  Grief ; 

This  Trial  of  your  Faith  my  Joy  fecures. 

As  Thunder  ulhers  in  refrelhing  Show’rs. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Let  us  no  longer  then  to  Doubts  give  way. 

But  hade  to  th’  Confummation  of  our  Joy  ; 

So,  with  our  bright  united  Flames,  dil'pel 
Thofe  anxious  Milts  that  on  our  Bofoms  dwell. 

Being  of  no  other  Jealoufy  poffelt. 

But  which  lhall  kindell  prove,  and  love  the  bed. 

TIMANDRA. 

And  when  our  faithful,  happy  Hearts  lhall  be 
Firmer  united  by  that  facred  Tie, 

How  in  an  endlefs  Road  of  Blifs  we’ll  move, 

Steering  our  Motions  by  our  perfed  Love  ! 

There  we  with  Pleafure  will  recount  each  Woe, 

Which  we  have  pafs’d,  and  others  undergo. 

There  we’ll  relied  o’th’  various  Hopes  and  Fears, 

The  mournful  Sighs  and  the  impatient  Tears 
Of  diftred  Lovers,  whild  we’ll  kindly  thence,  1 

Thro’  a  drange  mydical  Intelligence,  > 

Give  ’em  Redreffes  by  our  Influence. 

Vol.  I.  C  Till 
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Till  fo,  by  ours - - 

Their  full  grown  Joys  receive  a  happy  Birth, 

As  Planets  in  their  kind  Lonjun&ions  blefs  the  Earth, 

AL  C  1  B  I  AD  E  S. 

Then,  my  Timandra,  to  our  Blifs  let’s  fly. 

There’s  but  one  Minute  more  to  Ecftacy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Q_u  e  e  n  and  A  r  della, 
QUEEN. 

Oh  my  Ardella,  whither  fhall  1  turn  ? 

I’m  all  o’er  Flame,  in  ev’ry  Part  I  burn. 

ARDELLA. 

Your  Majefty - - 

QU  E  E  N. 

—Fool,  Majefty  !  what’s  that  ? 

Th’  ill-natur’d  Pageant  Mockery  of  Fate  ; 

When  her  ungrateful  fportive  Pow’r  Ihe’d  lhovv, 
Raifing  us  high— — 

To  bar  us  of  the  Benefits  below. 

But  I’ll  her  fervile  Policy  defpife, 

And  make  her  ftoop  to  Love’s  great  Vi  Tories. 

Th’  Almighty  Pow’r  of  Heav’n  came  down  from  thence. 
To  tafte  the  Sweets  of  am’rous  Excellence  : 

Why  then  Ihould  Princes,  that  are  Gods  below. 

Think  that  a  Sin  which  Heav’n  is  proud  to  do  i 

ARDELLA. 

But,  Madam,  is  it  not  a  cruel  thing 
T’abufe  a  loving  Hulband,  and  kind  King  ? 

QU  E  E  N. 

Dull  Girl,  thou  know’ll:  not  what  a  Hulband  is ; 
Alas,  they  never  reach  the  Height  of  Blifs, 

But  ignorantly  with  Love’s  Magick  play, 

Till  they  raife  Spirits  thy  want  Pow’r  to  lay. 

In  that  brave  Alcibiades  there  fwarm 
Bo  many  Graces,  he’s  all  over  Charm  ; 
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Alcibiades, 

Such  killing  Airs  in  each  part  of  him  move. 

His  Brows  dart  Majefty,  and  his  Eyes  Love : 

Oh  my  Ardella,  l  am  loft  in  Thought ! 

I  fain  would  have  thee  —  yet  ’tis  falfe,  I’d  no  t. 

ARDELLA. 

Madam,  your  Royal  Pleafure  but  relate, 

I’ll  be  as  faithful,  and  as  firm  as  Fate. 

U  E  EN. 

Art  thou  then  fldlful  in  Love’s  fubtle  Arts, 
Cunningly  to  lay  Ambufcades  for  Hearts  ? 

Can  ft  thou  exprefs  a  melting  kind  Defire, 

And  give  a  feeling  Draught  of  Love’s  foft  Fire  ? 

ARDELLA. 

Madam,  fo  fubt’ly  I’ll  his  Heart  betray. 

As  one,  who  by  fome  great  Magician’s  Povv’r, 

Is  hurry’d  thro’  the  Regions  in  an  Hour, 

And  for  Return  again  can  find  no  way. 

$JJE  E  N. 

My  better  Angel !  Fly  then  fwift  as  Time, 

Or  Thought ;  thou  gain’ll  a  Queen  in  gaining  him. 
But  ufe  fuch  Secrecy  as  ftoll’n  Loves  Ihould  have. 

Be  dark  as  the  hulht  Silence  of  the  Grave. 

ARDELLA. 

Madam,  diftruft  not  but  that  I  (hall  do. 

Both  what  is  to  your  Love  and  Honour  due. 

g>JJ  EE  N. 

Honour  !  a  very  Word ;  an  empty  Name  ! 

How  dully  wretched  Is  the  Slave  to  Fame  ! 

Give  me  the  Soul  that’s  large  and  unconfin’d  ; 

Free  as  the  Air,  and  boundlefs  as  the  Wind  : 

Nature  was  then  in  her  firft  Excellence, 

When  undifturb’d  with  puny  Confcience, 

Man’s  Sacrifice  was  Pleafure,  his  God,  Senfe. 

C  3 
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Enter  Tissaphernes. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Madam,  by  the  King’s  Command  J’m  to  you  fent. 
Who  attends  your  Royal  Prefence  in  his  Tent. 

E  E  N. 

I  go -  [ Exit  Queen  and  Ard. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

-  —  Now  all  is  ripe,  methinks  I  fee  y 

Treafon  walk  hand  in  hand  with  Deftiny,  C 

And  both  in  a  kind  Afpedt  fmile  on  me.  ^ 

Now  the  whole  Court  proceeds  to  folemnize 
T  he  Nuptials  of  proud  Alcibiades  ; 

Where  ev’ry  thing  does  as  I’d  wifh  combine, 

To  give  a  happy  End  to  my  Defign. 

Jt  is  the  Cuftom  at  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

The  Bridegroom - 

With  a  full  Bowl  prefents  his  chiefeft  Gueft. 

The  Cups,  by  my  great  Secrecy  and  Care, 

With  ftrongeft  Potion  all  infe&ed  are  : 

Which  when  our  Alcibiades  (hall  bring, 

And  offer  as  his  Duty  to  the  King, 

The  Poifon  and  his  fudden  Death  will  feem 
Fully  a  traiterous  Defign  in  him. 

Then  mult  the  Crown  defcend  on  me,  and  fo 
I  feaft  my  Rage,  and  my  Ambition  too. 

Let  Coward  Spirits  ftart  at  Cruelty, 

Remorfe  has  (till  a  Stranger  been  to  me. 

I  can  look  on  their  Pains  with  the  fame  Eyes, 

As  Priefts  behold  the  falling  Sacrifice. 

Whilit  they  yell  out  the  Horrors  of  their  Moans, 

My  Heart  fhall  dance  to  th’  M  ufick  of  their  Groans.  [Exit. 

Enter  Captain  of  the  Guards. 
CAPTAIN. 

Look  that  your  Care  and  Diligence  be  great, 

See  the  Guards  double,  and  each  Cent’nel  fet.  [Exit. 

The 
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The  Scene  drawn,  difcovers  the  Tent  of  a  Pa-vilion  ;  in  it 
an  Altar ,  behind  which  are  feated  the  King  and  Queen, 
attended  by  Tissaphernes,  Patroclus,  and  the  refi 
of  the  Camp  ;  about  the  Altar  fand  federal  Priefs  of 

Hymen. 

KING. 

FachDay  brings  fome  Surprize  ofPleafure,  here 
Love  vies  his  Triumphs  with  the  God  of  War. 

Six  Priefs  of  Hymen  dance. 

The  Dance  ended ,  Enter  Chief  Priefl  and  Priefefs  of  Hy¬ 
men,  Priefl  leading  Timakdra,  and  the  Priefefs 
Alcjbj  A  des. 

PRIEST  fings. 

Diftra&ing  Jealoufics  and  Fears, 

Heart  breaking  -obs  and  reftlefs  Tears, 

Fly  to  the  Breafts  that  are 
Wrackt  with  Defpair : 

Tn  this, 

PRIESTESS. 

Or  this, 

CHORUS. 

No  Tears  but  thofe  of  Joy,  no  Pantings  but  of  Blifs. 

PRIESTESS. 

Yes,  yes,  by  Love  alone  we  fee 
On  Earth  the  Glories  of  a  Deity  : 

For  ’tis  the  greateft  Work  above,  ‘ 

To  be  innocent,  and  love. 

Thofe  then  that  flame  fo  nobly  here. 

What  ravifliing  Delights  mull  they  have  there! 
CHORUS. 

Who  on  Earth  to  their  Honour  are  juft,  and  their  Love, 
Muft  reap  the  chief  Bleffings  above. 

PRIEST. 

Let’s  then  proceed,  and  Hymen's  Aid  implore. 

To  join  thofe  Hands  whofe  Hearts  were  link’d  before. 

C  3  PRIEST- 
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PRIESTESS . 

Agreed. 

PRIEST. 

Agreed. 

PRIESTESS. 

Agreed. 

PRIEST. 

Agreed. 

CHORUS, 

Hymen ,  oh  Hymen,  come  away. 

Crown  the  Wiihes  of  this  Day. 

See,  fee  thefe  pure  refin’d  Defires 
W2itatthyTorch,waitat  thyTorch,toimprove  theirFires. 

Whilji  this  Chorm  is  fnging,  Hymen  enters  with  bis  Torch ^ 
and  joins  their  Hands  with  a  Wreath  of  Rofes,  •which 
the  Brief  efs  frikes  with  her  Spear  and  breaks  ;  then  they 
offer  both  parts  upon  the  Altar. 

This  Ceremony  ended ,  a  Dance  is  perform’’ d  by  four  Priefs 
and  Priefeffes  of  Hymen,  all  carrying  in  their  Hands 
fort  Spears  miff'd  with  Flowers  and  Boughs  of  Fruit  : 
after  which  a  Bowl  is  brought  in,  and  prefented  to 
Alcibiades,  who  immediately  upon  the  Receit  bows  to 
the  King,  who  defends  with  the  Queen,  and  receives 
the  Bowl  of  him,  then  fpeaks. 

KING. 

To  fhew  how  firift  a  Reverence  I  have 
For  ev’ry  thing  that  loyal  is  and  brave, 

[Drawing  near  to  Tiflaphernes. 
This  fignal  Honour  only  due  to  me. 

Thus,  Tiffaphernes,  I  conferon  thee.  [Prefentshim  theBowR 

TISSAPHERNE  S. 

Confufion  !  What  means  this  ? 
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KING. 

Nay,  do  not  ftart, 

It  is  the  Offering  of  a  grateful  Heart : 

Come  drink  to  fuch  a  Depth  as  may  exprefs 
Thy  Willies  for  their  Joy,  and  Sparta' &  Happinefs. 

T I S  S  A  P  HE  R  N  E  S. 

I  mull  obey  your  Majefty - - 

[Proffering  to  drink,  lets  fall  the  Bo-zvl,  and feems 
to  foe  00  n  back. 

P  APR  OCL  US. 

Alas,  my  Father ! 

KING. 

———How  fares  our  worthy  Friend  ? 

Hence  quickly,  for  our  chief  thyficians  fend. 

So  much  this  aged  Hero  I  efteem, 

I  rather  could  part  with  my  Crown  than  him. 

TISSAP  HERNES. 

My  Health,  Sir,  needs  no  other  Help  than  this,  [faintly. 
That  you  will  pardon  its  Infirmities. 

The  Wine  was  of  fo  ftrong  an  Excellence, 

Its  Spirits  prov’d  too  mighty  for  my  Senfe. 

Alartn  without .  Enter  Officer. 
OFFICER. 

Dread  Sir,  your  Camp  th’  Athenian  Force  alarms  : 
Without  the  City  Gates  th’  appear  in  Arms, 

And  with  a  numerous  and  warlike  Train 
Begin  their  March  upon  the  neighb’ring  Plain. 

Their  bloody  Enfigns  all  difplay’d  appear, 

And  hold  an  am’rous  Combat  with' the  Air, 

Loofely  they  fly,  and  with  a  wanton  Play, 

Seem  to  falute  the  Sun-beams  in  their  way  : 

Whilft  their  flvrill  Trumpets  rattle  in  the  Sky, 

As  if  with  Muftck  they’d  charm  Vi&ory. 

C  4  And 
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And  this  triumphant  Pride  does  higher  grow* 

That  they  may  make  a  Conqueft  lit  for  you. 

KING. 

’Tis  well ;  ev’ry  Battalia  reinforce 
With  my  late  frefli  Supplies  of  Perfan  Horfe. 

Their  Fate  no  longer  will  Delay  endure  ; 

Prepare  to  fight ’em  in  this  very  Hour. 

I’d  have  this  Day  hereafter  famous  be, 

For  the  Renown  of  Love  and  Viflory.  [Shouts  from  afar. 

Enter  another  Officer. 

2  OFFICER. 

The  Enemy,  Sir,  does  on  the  Plain  appear, 

And  with  re-ecchoing  Shoutings  pierce  the  Air. 

KING. 

So  Beafts  decreed  for  Slaughter,  ere  they  fall, 

With  their  own  Bellovvings  ring  their  Funeral.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT 


Alcibiades 


33 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE  the  Camp. 


Enter  Tissafhernes. 

TISS  APHERNES. 

C>U  R  SE  on  my  niggard  Stars :  they  were  fo  poor, 
/That  my  Revenge  prov’d  greater  than  their  Pow;r  5 
My  Fury  had  begot  fo  vaft  a  birth, 

Fate  wanted  Strength  enough  to  bring  it  forth. 

[ Trumpets  afar  of  found  a  Charge. 
That  fprightly  Sound  darts  fiercely  thro’  my  Soul. 

Oh  that  1  might  one  Minute  Fate  controul ! 

Could  but  command  one  happy  fatal  Dart, 

To  fend  itfelf  into  the  Gen’ral’s  Heart. 

Enter  King  and  Qjj  ess  attended. 

KING. 

Thus  muftproudStates  fubmit,  whenMonarchs  claim: 
They  govern  in  a  rude  diforder’d  frame. 

As  Stars  in  a  dim  Senate  rule  the  Night, 

But  vanifh  at  the  Sun’s  more  potent  Light. 

Athens  now  feels  the  Fury  of  my  Heat ; 

A  Pow’r  like  theirs,  divided,  can’t  be  great : 

It  may  tumultuous  and  numerous  (how. 

But  ne'er  contract  to  give  a  Ready  Blow. 

QJJ  E  E  N.. 

Tn  States,  thofe  monurous  many-headed  Pow’rs, 
Their  private  Int’reft  pubiick  Good  devours. 

C  £  ’Tis 
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Tis  true,  when  in  their  Hands  a  Rule  they  gain, 

They  know  to  ufe  that  Power,  not  maintain. 

Like  Pirates  in  a  Fleet,  awhile  they  may 
Seem  dreadful ;  but  when  by  fome  jufter  Force 
Oppos’d — - - — 

Each  his  own  Safety  feeks,  and  fhrinks  away. 

ri.SS4PHER.NES. 

You,  Sir,  have  vanquifh’d  Emp’rors,  fetter’d  Kings  : 
States  are  fuch  mean  and  defpicable  Things, 

Compar’d  with  other  Glories  y’ave  fubdu’d, 

Their  Conqueft  feems  but  a  foft  Interlude. 

\T ruinpets  from  far  found  a  Retreat. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
MESSENGER. 

This  Minute,  Sir,  your  Glories  are  compleat. 

The  routed  Enemy  makes  a  faint  Retreat : 

Victory,  blufhing  they  no  more  could  do, 

With  a  full  Wing  directs  her  Flight  to  you. 

KING. 

Thus,  Deidamia,  are  our  Wilhes  crown’d, 

Love  and  Renown  in  the  fame  Sphere  go  round  : 

Our  lafting  Loves  draw  lafting  Vi&ories, 

Whilft  Courage  takes  his  Flame  from  Beauty’s  Eyes;, 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

2  MESSENGER. 

Thus  hourly,  Sir,  frefh  Glories  you  receive, 

Athens  no  more’s  your  Enemy,  but  Slave. 

Like  the  fad  Ruins  of  a  Hurricane, 

Their  tatter’d  Troops  are  fcatter’d  o’er  the  Plain, 

And  in  diforder’d  Parties  make  away. 

KING. 

Relate,  how  went  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day  ? 
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Al'C  IBI  ADES. 

MESSENGER. 

Brave  Alcibiades  has  Wonders  done, 

Ne’er  greater  Courage  was  in  Sparta  fhown. 

Troops  were  not  able  to  withftand  his  Shock, 

Like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud  his  Fury  broke 
On  all  his  Enemies  ;  and  like  that  too. 

Death  and  Amazement  did  attend  each  Blow. 

Long  doubtful  Fortune  dally’d  on  her  Wheel, 

And  neither  feem’d  to  move  it,  nor  Hand  kill. 

Till  at  the  laft  the  brave  Polyndus  fell. 

His  Lofs  did  fo  amaze  the  Enemy 
That  in  diforder  they  began  to  fly. 

Yet  brave  Thercunnes  rally ’d  in  their  Head  ; 

Tho’-fo  their  Fate  was  but  awhile  delay’d, 

For  by  our  Gen’ral  he  was  captive  made. 

At  which  again  they  did  their  Flight  renew, 

With  Numbers  too  fo  tatter’d  and  fo  few. 

It  had  been  Barbarifm  to  purfue. 

Then  fair  Ti?nandra,  who  from  far  had  been 
An  anxious  Looker  on  this  Tragic  Scene, 

With  all  the  hake  Joy  could,  or  Love  afford. 

Flies  to  congratulate  her  conqu’ring  Lord  ; 

Now  both  in  folemn  Triumph  this  way  move, 

To  crown  your  Glories  as  you  crown’d  their  Love. 

[ Trumpets . 

Enter  Alcibiades,  Patroclus,  Timandra, 
and  Thera  mnes  Prifnner. 

[Alcibiades  kneels  to  ffoKing. 

KING. 

Sir,  of  your  Brav’ry  I’ve  already  heard. 

So  much  above  the  Power  of  Reward  ; 

It  were  but  juft  that  l  fnould  Homage  do, 

And  offer  up  Acknowledgments  to  you. 

C  6  Rife, 


0,6  Alcibiades. 

Rife,  Sir,  and  give  this  Ceremony  o’er, 

The  Polture  ill  becomes  a  Conqueror.  [Alcib.  rifes. 

AL  C  1  B  I  AD  E  S. 

Conqu’rors  that  are  triumphant  in  the  Field, 

Mud  at  their  Monarch’s  Feet  their  Trophies  yield  ; 

For  all  thofe  Glories  which  their  Conquefts  claim, 

They  only  have  fubordinate  from  them. 

Thus,  tho’  my  Sword  this  Captive  has  o’ercome. 

It  is  from  you  he  muft  expeft  his  Doom. 

THERAMNE  S. 

Yes,  and  in  this  you  have  o’ercome  him  too, 

He  cannot  talk,  Sir,  half  fo  fail  as  you  : 

Curfe,  tho’  I  ant  your  Prifoner,  I  hate 
To  hear  your  Pride  upbraid  me  with  my  Fate, 

ALCIBIADES . 

Why,  Sir,  was’t  not  my  Favour  that  you  live  ? 
THERAMNE  S. 

No ;  for  T  hate  that  Life  your  Hand  did  give. 

Know,  had  your  Fate  been  mine - - 

i  (hould  have  urg’d  kind  Dellinv  more  home, 

And  there  have  revell’d,  Rival,  in  your  room, 

ALCIBIADES. 

Sir,  for  your  Love,  you  Ihew  but  weak  Pretence, 
When  all  your  Arguments  are  Infolence. 

Whence  does  it  fpring  ? 

THERAMNE  S. 

- From  whence  your  Blifs  you  draw. 

Love,  that  ne’er  clogg’d  his  Profelytes  with  Law. 

!  lov’d  this  fair  One  firft,  and  you  mull  know 
I’ll  love  her  Hill,  and  what’s  all  that  to  you  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

This  Rudenefs,  Sir,  my  Fury  can’t  engage  : 

You  are  ill  manner’d,  and  beneath  my  Rage 

THE- 
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But  know,  I’ll  follow  ftill  my  Hate  to  thee ; 

Nor  (hall  my  Chains  obftrudt  thy  Deftiny  : 

Thou  didft  fupplant  me  in  Timandra's  Love, 

For  which  [  gave  thy  Glories  a  Remove  ; 

And  on  thy  Ruins  made  myfelf  more  great : 

But  fince  my  Wifhes  Fate  would  not  compleat. 

My  Fury  with  my  Fortune  lhan’t  decreafe. 

I’ll  ftill  purfue  thy  Life  and  Happinefs ; 

By  allDefpairs,  dark  Arts,  thy  Fall  defign. 

Till  in  thy  Blood  I  write  Timandra  mine. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Rave  on  ;  know  of  your  Threats  no  Senfe  I  feel. 

I’d  laugh  at  them,  were’t  not  to  lofe  a  Smile. 

KING. 

But  I’ll  take  care  that  he  fhall  better  know. 

What  ’tis  a  Captive  for  his  Life  does  owe. 

How  dare  you  offer  here  thefe  injuries  ? 

Know  you  how  much  this  gallant  Man  I  prize  ? 
Guards,  to  Confinement  the  Offender  bear. 

Be  his  Bonds  narrow,  and  Reftraint  fevere. 

Since  in  your  Breaft  fuch  a  hot  Frenzy  reigns. 

We’ll  try  how  you  can  brave  it  in  your  Chains. 

THE  R  AM  N  E  S. 

So,  King,  as  thou  (halt  envy  what  th’aft  done  ; 

I  have  a  Soul  can  fmile  when  thou  doft  frown. 

Whilft  1  Timandra' s  fair  Idea  wear, 

I  can't  want  Freedom,  for  I’ll  think  of  her.  {Exit  guarded* 

KING. 

Thus,  Madam,  to  your  Eyes  muft  Conqueft  bow. 
Who  are  your  Slaves  no  other  Fetters  know. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

If  any  Charms  in  me  there  can  appear. 

They  only  are  confin’d  and  bounded  there  : 
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No  greater  Aims  nor  more  Ambition  know. 

Than  how.  Sir,  to  oblige  him  that  ferves  you. 

A  L  C  1 B  I  AD  E  S. 

Your  gen’rous  Pity  to  our  faithful  Flames, 

That  Power  which  it  gave  ’em  juftly  claims. 

Thus  happy  by  your  great  Indulgence  made, 
lo  Joys  fo  perfed,  nothing  can  remove : 

Your  fpreading  Glories  ne’er  fhall  Ihrink  or  fade. 

Till  you  forget  t’afpire,  and  we  to  love. 

But  how  dare  l  ufurp  the  leaft  Pretence, 

Who  only  borrow  all  my  Laurels  hence  !  [ Pointing  to  Pat, 
This  is  that  noble  Youth,  who,  when  I  hood 
Befet  on  ev’ry  fide  with  Death  and  Blood, 

To  my  Relief  fuch  gen’rous  Succour  brought, 

And  things  fo  much  above  ev’n  Wonder  wrought. 

P  ATR  0  C  LUS. 

You,  Sir,  that  taught  me  Friendlhip,  taught  me  too  1 
How  much  is  to  that  facred  Title  due. 

No,  Sir,  if  your  Life  at  hazard  lie,  ) 

Tho’  thoufand  Deaths  fhould  dare  me,  on  I’ll  fly,  > 
And  conquer  all,  or  bravely  with  you  die.  j  ■ 

A  L  C  I  B  I A  D  ES. 

In  Gallantry  you  are  fo  abfolute, 

That  1  grow  faint,  and  flag  in  the  Purfuit. 

Yet  that  Return  accept  in  iilence  here. 

Which  is  fo  great  ’twill  noExpreffion  bear.  [Embraces  hint. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Hell  1  Sure  my  blood  is  grown  degenerate. 

Can  this  my  Son  embrace  the  IVlan  i  hate  ?  [ Afide » 

KING. 

How,  TiJJaphernes,  is  thy  good  Age  bleft 
In  fuch  a  ;?on,  of  fuch  a  Friend  poflelt ! 

Thus  from  thy  rev’rend  Trunk  frefh  Glories  fpread. 
And  with  their  pious  Laurels  fljade  thy  Head. 
z 
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Alcibiades. 

TIS  S  AP  HERNE  S. 

In  this  warm  Comfort  patiently  I'll  |it. 

Till  Fate  fhall  come  and  claim  her  latell  Debt. 

Sometimes  my  Youth’s  pad  Triumphs  I’ll  review. 

And  pleafe  myfelf  they  were  approv’d  by  you  : 

Alas,  I’ve  nothing  elfe  left  now  to  do.  [ Ironically . 

Oh  my  dear  Boy  !  Sir,  be  my  Joy  thus  Ihown, 

Polfefs  theFather  asyou’ve  gain’dtheSon.  {Embraces both. 

KING. 

Monarchs,  thus  propt,  the  Shocks  of  Fate  defy  : 

No  Bonds  fo  firm  as  thofe  which  Friendfhip  tie. 

{Exit  King  attended, . 

Manent  Alcibiades,  Timandra,  and  Draxilla. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Now,  nobleft  Sifter,  how  fhall  be  repay’d 
Thofe  large  Endearments,  which  your  Love  has  made  ?' 
Our  Happinefs  will  but  imperfect  prove. 

If  ’midft  the  growing  Pleafures  of  our  Love, 

We  nothing  elfe  in  Gratitude  can  do, 

Than  only  wifh  a  Happinefs  to  you. 

D  RAX  ILL  A. 

What  I  have  done,  Sir,  never  had  regard 
To  that  finifter  thing  we  call  Reward. 

Good  Deeds  their  worth  and  value  have  from  hence. 
They  their  own  Glory  are  and  Recompence. 

A  L  C  IB  I  AD  E  S. 

But  Sifter,  if  I  might  one  Queftion  move  ? 

D  R  AXILLA. 


Your  Pleafure,  Sir? - - 

ALCIBIADES. 

- Could  you  not,  Madam- - love 

•  The  Friend,  in  whom  I’m  happy  fince  I  came. 
In  Honours  as  renown’d  as  in  his  Name  ? 


He, 
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He,  when  I  to  him  often  would  relate 
The  fad  Adventures  of  my  Love  and  Fate ; 

So  much  your  gallant  Frien dihip  did  admire. 

That  with  your  Character  he  grew  on  Fire  ; 

And  bears  a  Flame  fo  noble  and  fublime. 

As  not  to  love  again  would  be  a  Crime. 

DRAXILLA. 

Sir,  that’s  a  thing  I  cannot  now  difcourfe ; 

Love  rarely  conquers  with  a  fudden  Force. 

Nor  mud  l  that  acknowledge  as  my  due, 

Which  was  perhaps  a  Compliment  to  you  : 

If  any  thing  ill  me  he  can  approve, 

I  may  believe  it  Gallantry,  not  Love. 

ALC I B  I  AD  E  S. 

I, (hall  no  more  your  Modedy  offend: 

Pardon  a  forward  Zeal  to  ferve  my  Friend. 

But  if pught  add  a  Blefling,  ’twill  to  fee 

You  made  as  happy  as  you  have  made  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Tissaphernes  and  Patroclus. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

D’you  underdand,  Patroclus ,  what  y’ve  done  ? 

Have  you  conlider’d  that  you  are  my  Son  ? 

PATROCLUS. 

Sir,  ’tis  a  Title  I  am  proud  of - 

TISSAPHERNES. 

How  can  you  then  defcend  to  things  fo  bafe. 

That  blot  my  Glory,  and  my  Name  deface? 

Whild  thus  your  blinded  Folly  fo  adores 
The  only  Traitor,  that  my  Soul  abhors. 

PATROCLUS. 

How,  Sir !  I  doat  upon  the  Man  you  hate  ! 

No,  l  had  never  Thoughts  fo  impious  yet. 

By  all  my  Hopes,  if  any  Wretch  there  be 
S’unhappy  to  be  held  your  Enemy, 
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Rather  than  in  my  Breaft  his  Image  bear, 

I’d  raze  it  from  my  Heart,  or  ftab  it  there. 

TISSAPII  ERNES. 

Stay,  left  you  ftiould  pronounce  too  rafh  a  Doom  ; 
Believe  it  is  a  Blow  will  wound  you  home. 

But  I  will  try - 

What  gen’rous  Refoiution  you  exprefs. 

Know  then  you  muft  hate  Alcibiades. 

PATR  OCLUS. 

Proteft  me  Heav’n  !  can  you  command  that  I 
Should  break  that  Knot  you  did  fo  lately  tie? 
Was’t  not  your  Love  that  did  our  Friendftiip  join  ? 
Did  not  your  kind  Embraces  fecond  mine  ? 

r  IS  SAP  HERNE  S. 

Embraces !  Love  !  and  Kindnefs  !  what  are  thefe  ? 
The  outward  Varnilh  that  our  Hearts  difguife. 

Haft  thou  fo  long  with  Courts  converfant  been, 

The  various  Turns  of  Power  and  Greatnefs  feen. 
And  haft  thou  not  this  Myftery  yet  found, 

Always  to  fmile  in’s  Face  we  mean  to  wound  ? 
Come,  you  muft  hate  him,  nay  and  kill  him  too. 

PATROC  LUS. 

Oh  let  me  rather  beg  my  Death  from  you. 

Can  you  command  me.  Sir,  to  wound  a  Heart, 
Whereof  I  do  poftefs  fo  great  a  Part  ? 

In  that  1  ftiould  prove  a  Self-murderer ; 

Piercing  his  Bread:,  I  ftab  my  own  Image  there. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

Come,  lay  thefe  idle  boyifh  Scruples  down, 

Do  as  becomes  your  Virtue  and  my  Son. 

Can  you  behold  him  rev’ling  in  my  Place, 

And  turning  all  my  Honours  to  Difgrace  : 

And  can  you  of  fo  little  Value  prize 
The  Honour  of  your  Blood,  not  to  Ihed  his  ? 
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PATROCLUS.. 

Ch,  Sir,  no  farther  urge  this  horrid  Theme, 

*TwilI  blaft  your  Glories,  and  your  Wreaths  defame. 
Do  but  look  on  that  Life  you  would  deftroy. 

See  if  it  ben’t  as  fpotlefs  and  ferene 
As  that  which  in  their  Heav’n  bled  Saints  enjoy. 

Pure  and  untouch’d  but  with  a  '  hought  of  Sin. 

By  all  th’  Endearments  of  a  filial  Love,  \Kneeh* 

And  if  that  Charm  cannot  your  Pity  move. 

By  my  dear  Mother’s  Ghod,  whofe  dying  Pray’r 
Bequeath’d  me  her  chief  !  reafure  to  your  Care,. 

This  unjud  cruel  Enmity  lay  down, 

And  do  not  in  his  Friend  dedroy  your  Son. 

On  the  pair  Brav’ry  of  your  Youth  look  back, 

There  the  bright  Paths  of  all  your  Triumphs  track  : 
Think  what  ’twill  be  thofe  Glories  to  exchange, 

For  a  bafe,  brutal,  infamous  Revenge. 

Oh,  Sir,  r.ecal,.  recal  the  dire  Decree, 

5Tis  fuch  a  Deed' as  Fate  will  Ihrink  to  fee.  7 

T  IS  SAP  HERNE  S.  L 

Then  ’tis  the  fitter  to  be  done  by  me. 

Give  this  unmanly  childifh  Pity  o’er. 

Or  ne’er  prefume  to  call  me  Father  more. 

P  APR  O  CL  US. 

Then  fee  how  I  refign  that  Intered  here  :  \Rifc; s 

Thus  all  the  Bonds  of  Duty  cancell’d  are. 

Whilfl  fuch  black  Horrors  in  your  Soul  I  fee, 

Y’are  not  my  Father,  but  my  Enemy. 

Now  againd  me  let  all  your  Vengeance  come. 

Thus,  thus  my  Bread  for  your  Revenge  has  room. 
Brave  Aid  blades - 

No,  fince  fuch  barb’rous  Mifchiefs  you  dare  do. 

I’ll  die  for  him,  but  fcorn  to  live  for  you. 

Why  don’t  you  ftrike.  Sir  ?  Is  your  Rage  grown  faint  ? 
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•  AlCI  BTADES. 

FIS  SJPHERNES. 

I  fear  I’ve  too  much  trifled  with  this  Boy  j. 

Curfe  on  his  Honour,  ’twill  my  Hopes  deftroy. 

But  I’ll  fmooth  all  in  time.  O  my  dear  Son, 

Now  art  thou  worthy  to  be  calPd  my  own. 

None  but  a  Heart,  that’s  truly  noble,  cou’d 
Ever  deferve  a  Title  to  my  Blood. 

No,  may  ye  both  in  your  brave  Friendlhip  be 
As  truly  happy  as  I  am  in  thee. 

That’s  curft -  [Aftde. 

PATROCLUS. 

Is  then  my  Father  kind  ?  can  he  approve 
Our  Friendlhip  ?  does  he  once  more  crown  our  Love  ? 
Oh,  Sir,  let  thus  my  Acknowledgment  begiv’n, 

As  we  for  Bleffings  offer  Thanks  to  Heav’n.  [ Kneels » 

ns  SJP  HE  RNE  S. 

Rife,  rife,  thou  Comfort  of  my  Age  ;  \  now 
Have  underllood  all  I  could  wiih  to  know. 

Alas,  in  this  Difguife  I  did  but  try 

The  Strength  and  Virtue  of  thy  Conftancy. 

’  1  is  a  Refrefhment  to  this  hoary  Head, 

To  prove  that  Virtue  which  myfelf  have  bred. 

Thus  bleft  in  Peace  I’ll  to  my  Grave  defcend. 

As  the  declining  Sun  goes  down  at  Night, 

Pleas’d  with  the  Rifing  of  an  OfF-fpring  Light.. 

PJTR  OCLUS. 

Such  myftic  Ways  Fate  does  our  Loves  confirm-. 

As  rooted  Trees  Hand  fafter  by  a  Storm. 

After  this  Shock  our  Friendfhip’s  more  fecure, 

As  Gold  try’d  in  the  Fire  comes  forth  more  pure.  [ExiK 

TISSAP  H ERNES. 

There’s  fome  Foundation  yet  for  my  Defign ; 

The  Captive’s  brave  ;  I’ll  try  to  make  him  mine. 
Unweary’d  I  will  Let  my  Fury  range, 

And  leave  no  Heart  unfearch’d  to  find  Revenge.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  II.  A  dark  Tent. 

Theramnes  in  Chains. 

THERAMNES. 

How  fweet  a  Quietude’s  in  Fetters  found  ! 

That  it  feems  almoft  Freedom  to  be  bound. 

Tho’  thus  confin’d,  my  agil  Thoughts  may  fly 
Thro’  all  the  Regions  of  Variety. 

Here  in  a  trice  i  can  the  World  run  o’er, 

And  finifh  whole  Years  Labours  in  an  Hour. 

But  oh  my  Miftrefs !  my  7 Imandra  loft  ! 

That  is  the  only  Bitternefs  I  tafte. 

This  outward  Fetter  but  my  Body  chains, 

But  that  the  Freedom  of  my  Soul  detains. 

Why  by  my  Rival’s  Sword  did  I  not  fall  ? 

So  bravely  have  embrac’d  one  Death  for  all  ? 

Yet  why  fhould  I  court  fuch  an  abjedt  Fate  ? 
Courage  is  the  Supporter  of  the  Great. 

Methinks  I’ve  fomething  yet  to  do,  might  prove 

Becoming  both  my  Glory  and  my  Love. 

i’ll - ah!  this  does  my  bufy  Thoughts  prevent. 

Enter  Tissaphernes. 

Is  that  old  Fiend  for  a  Tormentor  fent  ? 

Good  Sir,  upon  what  Meflage  are  you  come  ? 

Am  I  then  deftin’d  to  fome  harder  Doom  ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 

No,  T  am  come  to  give  your  Sorrows  eafe. 

I  know  you  hate,  Sir,  Alcibiades  : 

Nay,  and  1  know  you  love  Timandra  too. 

THERAMNES. 

Well,  Sir,  all  this  I  know  as  well  as  you. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Come,  if  you  dare  be  brave,  be’t  on  this  Theme-': 
Dare  you,  Sir,  raviih  her,  and  murder  him  ^ 
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THE  RAMNE  S. 

For  what  dark  Ends  do  you  this  Queftion  bring  ? 
Dare !  s’death,  old  Sir,  i  dare  do  any  thing. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

That  Word  then  all  my  former  Doubts  fecures; 
Be  only  refolute,  and  Timandra' s  yours. 

My  Stratagems  fo  fubtly  1  will  lay. 

That  to  your  Arms  your  Miftrefs  I’ll  betray. 

Thus  then,  as  the  firft  Step  to  our  Defign, 

Your  Guards  I’ll  with  adulterated  Wine 
Secure ;  fo  they  charm’d  in  a  Lethargy, 

I’ll  from  your  Bonds  and  Prifon  fet  you  free. 

Then,  when  fome  happy  Moment  lhall  prefent, 
Timandra  left  unguarded  in  her  Tent, 

Both  of  us  thither  in  difguife  will  move, 

To  end  your  Rival,  and  compleat  your  Love. 

For  when  your  fill  of  Blifs  you  have  enjoy’d. 

And  your  full  Pleafures  with  themfelves  are  cloy’d  : 
I  thither  will  alarm  our  Enemy, 

Where  by  both  Swords  he  lhall  be  fure  to  die. 

And  the  next  Night  (the  Watch-word  given  by  *ie) 
You  may  ’fcape  thro’  the  Guards  to  Liberty. 

THE  RAMNE  S. 

Revenge  !  my  Love  enjoy’d,  and  Freedom  tool 
Then  in  the  Name  of  Pluto  be  it  fo. 

What  ftupid  Ignorance  the  World  pofleft. 

That  only  Fury  plac’d  i’th’  youthful  Breafl ! 

No,  ’tis  in  Age  alone  great  Spirits  are  young : 

The  Soul’s  but  infant  when  the  Body’s  Itrong. 
Thefe  hoary  Heads  like  grifly  Comets  are. 

Which  always  threaten  Ruin,  Death,  and  War. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Alas,  fuch  tame  Souls  know  but  half  a  growth : 
I’ll  make  my  Age  a  Step  to  a  new  Youtl\: 
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Such  Murders  and  fuch  Cruelties  maintain, 

I’ll  from  the  Blood  I  Ihed  grow  young  again. 

T HE  R  AMNE  S. 

Let’s  in  the  Name  of  Horror  then  go  on 
Methinks  I  long  to  have  the  Bus’nefs  done  : 

Something  like  Confcience  elfe  may  all  defeat ; 

You  know.  Sir,  I’m  but  a  raw  Villain  yet. 

TISSAPH  ERNES. 

Confcience  !  a  Trick  of  State,  found  out  by  thofe 
That  wanted  Power  to  fupport  their  Laws ; 

A  bug-bear  Name,  to  ftartle  Fools  :  But  we. 

That  know  the  Weaknefs  of  the  Fallacy, 

Know  better  how  to  ufe  what  Nature  gave. 

That  Soul’s  no  Soul,  which  to  itfelf’s  a  Slave. 

Who  any  thing  for  Confcience  fake  deny. 

Do  nothing  elie  but  give  themfelves  the  Lye.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III.  The  Camp. 

Enter  Patroclus  and  Draxilla. 
PATRQC  LUS. 

Why,  Madam,  do  you  fly  a  Lover’s  Pray’r  ? 

Is  Cruelty  the  Privilege  o’th’  Fair  ? 

DRAXILLA. 

You  cannot.  Sir,  i’th’  Camp  be  Beauty’s  Slave, 
Where  Honour’s  th’  only  Miftrefs  of  the  Brave. 

PATROCLUS. 

But  ’tis  a  rugged  Honour  got  in  Arms, 

When  not  made  foft  by  Beauty’s  fweeter  Charms ; 
That  melts  our  Rage  into  a  kind  Deflre, 

Whilll  Love  refines  it  in  his  purer  Fire. 

DRAXILLA. 

Lovers,  whofe  Flights  fuch  fublime  Pitches  chufe, 

Oft  foar  too  high,  and  fo  their  Quarry  lofe. 

But  you,  Sir,  know  to  moderate  your  height, 

Miffing  your  Game,  can  eas’ly  flack  the  Flight. 
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PATROCLUS. 

Such  faint  EfTays  may  fit  a  common  Flame, 

But  my  Defires  have  a  far  nobler  Aim, 

Religious  Honour,  and  a  Zeal  that’s  true. 

Rais’d  by  that  Deity  to  which  I  fue. 

DRAXILLA. 

Thofe  who  to  Deities  their  OfF’rings  pay, 

Make  their  AddrefTes  in  an  humbler  way  ; 

Not  in  a  Confidence  of  what  they  give, 

But  model!  Hopes  of  what  they  fhall  receive. 

PAT  ROC  LUS. 

I  in  my  Off’ring  no  Affurance  have, 

Tho’  an  Ambition  to  become  your  Slave. 

DRAXILLA. 

Yes,  but  when  once  admitted  to  that  Place, 

You’ll  Hill  be  looking  for  fome  A£ts  of  Grace. 

PATROCLUS. 

Some  little  Favours  Pity  can’t  deny. 

You  are  too  noble  to  ufe  Cruelty. 

DRAXILLA. 

See,  Sir,  the  Queen  !  I  beg  you.  Sir,  forbear. 

PATROCLUS . 

Madam,  this  way———  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Qjj  ees  and  Ardella. 

QUEEN. 

Did  he  then  fuffer  no  Surprize  ?  no  fhew 
Of  Alteration  ?  Let’s  the  Progrefs  know. 

ARDELLA. 

In  order.  Madam,  to  your  Command,  I  went. 

And  met  him  coming  from  the  Royal  Tent : 

Where,  after  th’  ufual  Ceremonies  paft, 

E’er,  I  would  feaft,  I  gave  him  firft  a  Tafle ; 
rI’old  him  how  much  his  Courage  you  approv’d. 

That  he  in  no  mean  Path  of  Glory  mov’d, 
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Who  in  his  Arms  had  fo  fuccefsful  been, 

T’engage  a  Monarch,  and  oblige  a  Queen. 

Then  nearer  came,  and  whifper’d  fomething  more. 
Began  to  intimate  Love’s  mighty  Pow’r. 

He  brifkly  took  the  Hint,  and  readily 
Began  to  urge  fome  pretty  Things  to  me. 

By  which  encourag’d,  I  to  th’  Bufinefs  drew,  0 

Told  him  in  fine  it  only  was  his  due  > 

To  be  admir’d  by  all,  and  lov’d  by  you.  3 

QUEEN. 

And  did  not  then  his  alter’d  Looks  betray 
Some  Ecftafy  ?  fome  Marks  of  lively  Joy  ? 

ARDELLA. 

No,  Madam,  he  knew  better  Policy, 

Talk’d  of  your  Honour,  and  his  Loyalty ; 

Fine  fmoothing  Terms  to  cloke  a  Paffion  in. 

But  if  your  Majefly - 

QUEEN. 

W  hat  ? 

ARDELLA. 

— Had  but  feen 

How  much  his  Carriage  did  his  Words  deceive, 

When  with  a  gentle  high  he  took  his  Leave, 

As  if  he  languifh’d  till  the  Minute  came. 

QUEEN. 

Doft  thou  then  think  he  entertains  my  Flame  ? 

Let’s  to  my  Tent,  and  wait  his  coming  there. 

Such  Swarms  of  Love  within  my  Breaft  there  are,  > 
T  he  Heat’s  too  furious  for  my  Soul  to  bear.  J 

What  would  i  give  but  for  a  Tafte  of  Blifs ! 

Oh,  the  choice  Sweets  of  a  ftol’n  Happinefs !  [ Exeunt . 


ACT 


Alcibiades. 


49 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE-I. 

Alcibiades,  folus. 
ALCIBIADES. 

UNDER  what  fatal  Planet  was  I  born  ! 

Sure  at  my  Birth  the  Ffeav’ns  themfelves  did  mourn; 
Disjointed  Nature  did  her  Courfe  forbear, 

And  held  within  her  Womb  a  Civil  War. 

I  who  but  now  did  Fame  and  Conquell  bring. 

And  added  to  the  Glories  of  a  King, 

Muft  fee  my  Trophies  all  thrown  down  again 
By  the  bafe  Paflions  of  a  luftful  Queen  ! 

Why  was  not  I  born  to  a  Common  Fate, 

Free  from  the  glorious  Troubles  of  the  Great  ? 

So  in  fome  humble  Cell  my  Years  have  fpent, 

Bleft  with  a  private  peaceable  Content. 

The  vulgar  Mortal  feels  not  Fortune’s  Harms ; 

The  higheft  Structures  ftill  are  fhook  with  Storms. 

See  too,  lhe’s  here  ;  what  lhall  I  do  or  fpeak  ? 

Fate  has  befet  me.  I’ve  no  way  to  take. 


Enter  Qjj  een  and  Ardella. 
QUEEN. 

My  Lord,  you  fomething  difcompos’d  appear ; 

Surely  there’s  nothing  that  can  fright  you  here. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Majefty,  Madam,  is  a  thing  divine. 

QUEEN. 

If  that  difturb  you,  Sir,  I’ll  lay  by  mine. 

Methinks  I  apprehend  a  greater  Pride, 

To  view  the  Man  vvhofe  Glories  Ipread  fo  wide. 

VoL- D  ALCl- 
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ALCIBIADES. 

Madam,  you  on  ’em  fet  too  high  a  Price. 

QUEEN. 

Perhaps  I  fee  not,  Sir,  with  common  Eyes : 

They  beii  of  Honour  judge  that  Honour  have  : 

I  find  a  Secret  in  me  fays  y’are  brave; 

You  need  not.  Sir,  unfold  it,  you  can  guefs. 
ALCIBIADES. 

How  craftily  fne  would  her  Lull  exprefs, 

And  fet  her  Ills  off with  a  winning  Drels  ! 

V,  hat’s  to  be  done,  which  way  fh all  I  conclude  ? 

I  muft  abufe  my  King,  or  mull  be  rude.  \Afide. 

I  cannot  fpeak - 

QUE  E  N. 

- - My  Lord,  let’s  lit  a  while  : 

Won’t  you  vouchfafe  your  Vifitant  a  Smile  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

Smiles,  Madam,  were  too  infobnt  a  Joy. 

QUEEN 

Fie!  put  tbefe  formal  Compliments  away. 

Ardella ,  fing  that  Seng  1  heard  to  Day. 

SONG. 

r. 

The  brightcjl  Goddefs  of  the  Sky , 

How  did  Jke  panting,  fighing  he. 

And  languijhing  defire.  to  die  ! 

For  the.  triumphant  God  cf  Car 
Amidji  his  Ircphies  did  appear. 

As  charming  Roicgh  as  Jhe  was  Fair. 

If. 

Their  Loves  were  blcjl ,  they  had  a  Sen, 

The  little  Cupid  ;  who  has  fhovsn 
Here  Conqusjis  than  his  Sire  e'er  nv :n. 

He  grew  the  mightieji  God  above, 

By  which  -ixe  him  a  Rebel  prove 
■  Leaven,  that  dares  be  jo  to  Love. 

III.  Hew 
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How  foft  the  Delights,  and  how  charming  the  ''Joy, 
Where  Love  and  Enjoyment  each  other  fupport  ! 

Let  the  Cynical  F ool  call  Pleafure  a  Toy, 

Who  ne'er  Fame  i'th'  Camp  had,  nor  Love  in  the  Court  : 

O  fo  kindly  the  Cc?nlats  each  other  fuccced. 

Where  ’ tis  Triumph  to  die,  and  a  Pleajure  to  bleed. 

AL.C  IB  1 ADES. 

The  Air  is  charming - — 


QUEEN. 


-Retire. 


[Exit  Ardella. 

No  lively  Symptoms  of  a  growing  Fire* 

I’ll  urge  him  further -  f  AJide. 

My  Lord,  your  Hand  ;  how  beats  your  Pulfe  ?  1  fear 
Y’are  ill ;  cold  Drops  upon  your  Brows  appear ; 

I’ll  wipe  ’em  oft" ;  come,  Sir,  your  Fears  remove. 

You  need  not  blufh  to  tell  me  that  you  love. 

I’ll  do  it  for  you,  nay,  I  more  will  do, 

Blufh  for  myfelf  too  when  1  blufh  for  you. 

Sure  this  will  take  ;  what  does  your  Wonder  mean  ? 

Is  Love  fo  ftrange  ? - 


ALCIBIADES. 

- Oh  name  not  that  again  ! 

Could  you  fuch  Wrong  to  Royal  Agis  do  ? 

Think  what’s  to  Heaven  and  to  your  Virtue  due. 
QUEEN. 

Mull  I  be  hated  then  ?  and,  Sir,  by  you  ?  [  Angrily . 

Pilh,  why  d’you  talk  of  Heav’n  and  Virtue  now  ?  [Mildly. 


ALCIBIADES. 


Not  new-made  Mothers  to  their  Infants  bear 
A  firmer  Paffion,  or  a  tend’rer  Care. 

Shew  me  yours,  or  your  Honour’s  Enemy, 

See  with  what  Vigour  t’your  Revenge  i’ll  fly. 

For  you  with  Life  I  willingly  could  part ; 

But  v/hilft  that  lafls,  Timandra  has  my  Heart. 
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QJJE  E  N. 

1  he  heavy  Pleafures  of  the  Marriage  Bed, 
Dull  Repetition  foon  will  render  dead. 

Talle  frelher  joys,  and  when  they  tedious  grow. 
Then  the  old  Pleafures  may  feem  gay  and  new. 

ALCIBIADES. 

C  ould  1  expeft  to  have  fuch  Language  heard, 
V>  here  Beauty  and  fuch  Innocence  appear’d  ? 

QUEEN. 

Can  you  my  little  Beauty  then  approve. 

And  is’t  fo  difficult  a  thing  to  love  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

Love,  Madam  1  only  be  as  truly  good, 

As  you  are  fair,  1  fh all  not  need  be  woo’d  ; 

I’ll  love  you  as  the  Sifter  of  my  Blood. 

QUEEN. 

A  Siller’s  Love’s  a  lean  infipid  Blifs, 

So  little,  we  can  hardly  name  what  ’tis. 

'Where  is  the  Tranfport,  Ecftafy,  Delight? 

’1  is  like  thin  Meat  to  a  {harp  Appetite, 

ALCIBIADES. 

I  know  y’are  beauteous  as  the  blufhing  Morn: 
Ycur  Beams  the  Lull  re  of  a  King  adorn. 

That  King  whofe  Piety  me  happy  made  ; 

And  can  f  in  return  profane  his  Ped  r 
Tho’,  Madam,  i’\e  liv’d  free,  and  never  fet 
Limits  to  any  thing  we  call  Delight, 

Yet  raife  not  new  Rebellions  in  my  Blood  : 
Beauty  hath  Darts  too  keen  to  be  withilood. 

QUEEN. 

Yet  rll  its  Power  has  no  Force  o’er  you, 

Your  ciuel  i-  ea:t’s  immoveable  ;  but  know 
’  Twill  to  t  our  Honour  be  but  ill  apply’d, 

That  for  your  Love  a  Queen  neglected  dy’d. 
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JLCIBIJDES. 

What  is’t  your  Majefty  would  have  me  do? 

QUEEN. 

Are  you  fo  ignorant  that  you  don’t  know  ? 
JLCIBIJDES. 

Death  !  not  to  have  fome  Senfe,  were  to  unman 
Myfelf,  but  I’ll  be  Conqu’ror  if  I  can. 

Should  I  be  made  a  Captive  to  her  Charms, 

Ere  1  am  warm  in  my  Timandra' s  Arms  ? 

One  Stratagem  I’ll  for  my  f  reedom  try.  [JJiJe. 

Madam,  no  longer  i’ll  your  Pow’r  deny  :  [To  the  Queen . 
For  if  thefe  Eyes  had  ne’er  Timandra  known, 

You  only  might  have  call’d  my  Heart  your  own. 

But  whiift  with  her  I  enjoy  Love  and  Life, 

And  you  remain  the  might y  Jgis’  V\  ife  ; 

Know  this  is  all  !  can  in  Juftice  do,  J 

I’m  ready  on  your  lead  Commands,  to  (hew  > 

I  live  for  her ;  but  yet  could  die  for  you.  ^ 

QUEEN. 

Mull  I  then  only  border  upon  Blifs  ? 

Reft  on  the  Confines  of  my  Happinels  ? 

As  Souls  that  are  excluded  Hcav’n  for  Sin, 

See  all  its  Glories,  but  can’t  enter  in. 

J L  CIB1JDES. 

No,  Madam  ;  free  from  the  dull  Clogs  of  Settle, 
We’ll  reap  Helights  of  nobler  Excellence. 

Cur  entwin’d  Souls  each  other  (hall  enjoy. 

Tread  Virtue’s  Paths,  and  never  lofe  their  Way. 

But  if  one  in  his  ;v;otion  chance  to  err. 

Strait  regulate  it  by  the  ether's  Sphere: 

- 1  ill  at  the  laft, 

V  hen  the  Ihort  Zodiac  of  this  Life  we’ve  paft. 

With  new-impt  Zeal  beyond  the  Stars  we’ll  By, 

1  here  meet,  and  mingle  to  a  Deity. 
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%UE  E  N. 

Then  to  all  Hopes  of  Happinefs  adieu, 

Since  rr.y  chief  Blifs  I’ve  loft  in  lofing  you. 

Oil  the  tyrannic  Cruelty  of  Fate, 

T  hat  lets  us  know  our  Happinefs  too  late. 

Yet  why  ihou’d  1  to  Fears  and  Borrows  bend, 
if  only  on  their  Fate  my. Hopes  depend  ? 

A  Rival,  and  a  King,  1  may  remove  : 

There’s  nothing  difficult  to  them  that  love.  [Exit  Queen. 
ALCIBIADES. 

She’s  gone— — — 

Greatnefs,  thou  gaudy  Torment  of  our  Souls, 
rl  he  wife  Man’s  Fetter,  and  the  Range  of  Fools, 

Who  is’t  wou’d  court  thee  if  he  knew  thy  Ills  ? 

He  who  the  greateft  Heap  of  Honour  piles, 

Hoes  nothing  elfe  but  build  a  dang’rous  Shelf, 

Or  eredf  Mountains  to  o’erwhelm  himfelf.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II.  A  Grove  adjoining  to  the  Camp, 

Enter  Tissafhernes  and  T hera m n e s  difguisd. 

TISSAPH  ERNES. 

Now',  Sir,  y’are  free,  and  profperoufty  move. 

To  reap  the  long  wiQit  Harveft  of  your  Love. 

One  Minute  and  y’are  in  Timandra's  Arms,  ’i 

Nov/  fetter’d  in  the  Power  of  her  Charms :  > 

IVlethinks  the  Thought  ev’n  my  old  flood  alarms.  J 

THE  R  AMNE  S. 

His  Rage  fure  works  him  to  an  Ecftafy  : 

How  the  old  Monfter  hugs  his  Villany  ! 

Good  Sir,  difpatch,  I  cannot  brook  Delay  ; 

3  wafte  in  Lxpe&ation  of  my  Joy. 

But  hark,  did  you  not  hear  a  murm’ring  Talk  ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Perhaps  ’tis  fhe  come  in  this  Grove  to  walk,: 

Stay,  here  they  are  ;  by  Heav’n  the  fame,  ’tis  fine. 
Retreat  awhile  ■,  bleft  Opportunity  !  [They  go  to  the  Door. 
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Enter  T :  m  a  n  d  r  a  with  a  Book  in  her  Hand,  andD  i  axilla. 

T I  MAN  D  R  A. 

Methinks,  Draxilla,  when  Atlanta  ran, 
jAnd  Slaughter  was  the  only  Prize  fhe  wan  ; 

Her  Power  a  too  cruel  Rigour  bore. 

To  kill  thofe  file  had  wounded  fo  before. 

[Therarr.nes  thro-xvs  off  his  Difguife. 

THERAMNES. 

Then,  Madam,  be  not  guilty  of  her  111  : 

Me  the  poor  Wretch  y’ave  wounded,  do  not  kill. 

Ah  in  your  Heart,  if  fuch  a  Senfe  there  be 
Of  the  Injuftice  of  her  Cruelty  ; 

How  much  more  Pity  from  your  Bread  is  due 
To  him,  who  ev’ry  Minute  dies  for  you  ! 

TIMA  ND  RA. 

My  Lord  Theramnes  !  by  what  lucky  Hap 
Have  you  from  Guards  and  Prifon  made  liicape  ? 
THERAMNES. 

Who  wears  your  facred  Image  in  his  Bread, 

Is  of  fuch  pure  Divinity  pofleit, 

And  from  ignoble  Bondage  fo  fecure, 

That  feeble  Chains  fall  off,  and  lofe  their  Pow’r. 

T  IMA  N  D  RA. 

Then,  Sir,  in  your  intended  Flight  make  hade, 

Led  by  fome  fatal  Chance  y’are  once  more  lod. 

T  H  E  R  A  M  N  E  S. 

No,  1  enjoy  a,  nobler  Safety  here  ; 

No  Danger  dares  approach  when  you  are  near : 

•Thefe  Groves  to  Lovers  Blifs  are  dedicate, 
free  from  th’  uncivil  Outrages  of  Fate. 

Come,  let’s  to  fomething  like  Delight  draw  nigh. 

And  lofe  ourfeives  awhile  in  Ecdafy.  [Seizes  roughly  on  her. 

TIMA  ND  R  A. 

Guard  me,  ye  Powers !  Draxilla,  help  :  my  Lord  ! 
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TIS  S  APHER  NE  S. 

Good,  gentle  Madam,  if  you  pleafe,  one  Word. 
[Draxilla  runs  out,  crying  Help,  tf^n/Tiffaphernes  after  her. 

THE  RAMNES. 

I  cannot  fee  my  Rival  bleit  alone ; 

Mull  he  reap  all  the  Sweets,  and  I  have  none  ? 

TIM  AN  D  R  A. 

This  Outrage,  on  my  Knees  I  beg,  forbear: 
fee.  Sir,  it  is  Timandra  Iheds  a  Tear  ;  [77/?  returns. 

Her  whom  you  vow’d  you  lov’d  with  noble  Flame  : 

Oh  don’t  by  favage  Lull  profane  that  Name  ! 

If  ’tis  the  Envy  of  your  Rival’s  Joy,  T 

-  Remove,  remove  th’  Offence  fome  other  way  :  > 

Save  but  my  Honour,  and  my  Life  dehroy.  j 

THER  AM  NE  S. 

Such  Tendernefs  might  cool  another’s  Blood; 

But  1  am  too  unhappy  to  be  good. 

Let  Virtue  to  dull  Anchorites  repair, 

Who  ne’er  had  Soul  enough  to  know  Defpair. 

J’ll  banilh  the  Encroacher  from  my  Break, 

And  ihake  him  off  e’er  he  take  hold  too  fall. 

Come,  let’s  retire  within  this  Covert  by; 

]  am  impatient,  and  my  Blood  boils  high. 

TIMANDRA. 

I  will  not  go.  I’ll  die  a  Martyr  here. 

THE  RAMNES. 

Then  I  muft  drag  you. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

- Barb’rous  Ravilher! 

Oh  !  oh  ! 

Enter  Alcibiades. 


ALCIBIADES. 

- Did  I  not  hear  a  tender  Cry  ? 

ChHeav’ns!  turn, bafeHell-hound, turn, and  die.  [Draws. 
THER  AMNE  S. 

That,  Sir,  will  thus  be  better  underftood.  [Draws. 

TIS- 
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TIS  S  AP  II  ERNES. 

Y’ve  undertook,  Sir,  more  than  you’ll  make  good. 

[Draws.  [ They  both  make  at  him. 

Enter  Patroclus. 
PATROCLUS. 

How’s  this  ?  affaulted  !  and  by  fuch  bafe  Odds ! 
Courage,  my  Friend  ! - 

[After  a  ferce  Fight  between  Alcibiades  Theramnes, 
Patroclus  and Tiflaphernes,  Patroclus  drives  kis  Father 
off  the  Stage,  and  Alcibiades  runs  Theramnes  through. 

ALCIBIADES. 

—To  the  curft  Abodes 

Of  tortur’d  Souls  that  in  dark  Horror  dwell, 

Thus  fly,  and  to  thy  fellow  Devils  tell, 

It  was  my  Sword  that  fent  thy  Soul  to  Hell. 

THERAMNES. 

Hold,  Sir,  enough  ;  1  mull  your  Viflim  fall, 

Tho’  an  Attonement  for  my  Sin  too  fmall. 

My  hafty  Soul  can  make  no  longer  Stay, 

Death  tolls  his  Leaden-bell,  and  calls  away. 

And  now  like  fome  fad  Trav’ler  taking  View 
Of  the  long  Journey  that  I  have  to  go, 

Whilft  I  my  Thoughts  to  Heav’n’s  fweet  Manficns  bend, 
"Without  your  Mercy  no  Admittance  find. 

Oh  but  one  Word  of  Pardon  ere  I  die  ; 

Secure  of  that,  my  Soul  dares  boldly  fly. 

Abfolv’d  by  you,  it  muft  have  Welcome  there. 

As  Incenfe  that  is  offer’d  up  with  Pray’r. 

T I  MAN  D  R  A. 

My  Pardon  and  my  Prayers  too  receive  ; 

More  than  your  Guilt  could  allr  me  I  could  give  : 

Be  happy  as  your  Penitence  is  true  ; 

And  may  kind  Heav’n  forgive  you,  as  I  do.  [Weeps, 
THERAMNES. 

Ah!  can  your  Piety  vouchfafe  a  Tear 
Of  Pity  on  an  impious  Ravifher! 

D  5 
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My  Soul  will  leave  me  in  an  Ecftafy  ; 

And  I  fhail  want  the  Senfe  to  know  I  die. 

Thus,  pure  Divinity,  at  your  Feet  I  bow  ; 

Here  his  my  Soul  would  make  her  lateft  Stay  : 

Nor  can  Ihe - 

Beginning  hence  her  Journey,  mifs  the  Way. 

But  I’d  forgot ;  beware  of -  [Dies. 

ALCIBIADES. 

- Who  can  fear, 

That  is  fecur’d  by  Charms  fo  pow’rful  here  ? 

W  ithin  thefe  Spheres  my  Guardian  Angels  move; 

Thefe  are  my  Seats  of  Safety,  as  of  Love. 

TIMANDRA. 

They  weakly  others  guard,  that  can’t  defend 
Themfelves ;  I  fear  more  Mifchief  may  depend 
G11  this  Difafter - 

Enter  Patrqclu«. 

ALCIBIADES. 

So  when  a  Storm  blows  o’er. 

And  a  calm  Breeze  has  fmcotn’d  the  rugged  Deep, 
h  lie  joyful  Mariners  can  fear  no  more  : 

But  thus  embrace,  andlulltheirCaresafleep.[£«(5rr?rfr^/® 
Welcome  my  1  ife’s  froteftor,  only  Friend. 

Hah  !  what  does  that  fad  Look,  and  Sigh  intend  ? 

Are  you,  Sir,  wounded  : - 

PATR  OCLUS. 

Yes,  too  deep,  I  fear. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Forbid  it.  Heaven  !  where  is’t  ? 

PATROCLUS. 

- Oh  here.  Sir,  here  ; 

My  Soul  is  pierc’d,  I’m  tortur'd  ev’ry  where  : 

Your  Friend  !  ah  let  that  T  itle  be  no  more  ; 

Behold  me  as  a  Wretch  forlorn  and  poor. 
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Imagine  ev’ry  Form  of  Mifery  ; 

And  when  you’ve  fumm’d  up  all,  then  look  on  me. 

AL  CIBIADES. 

Now  fome  blell  Angel  to  my  Soul  reveal 
This  Doubt :  Can  he  be  wrong’d,  and  I  not  feel  ? 

Ah  !  kind  Patroclus,  this  fad  Silence  break. 

PATROCLUS. 

Oh,  Sir,  you  mud  not  hear,  nor  mud  I  fpeak. 

Paint  out  black  Horror  in  its  deeped  Dread, 

And  Troops  of  Murder  hov’ring  o’er  your  Head ; 

And  when  that  hideous  Mafque  of  Hell  you  fee. 

Think,  if  you  can,  that  they  came  ali  from  me. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Confufion  !  ho  ,v  my  Thoughts  begin  to  dart ! 

A  new  unwonted  Heat  has  feiz’d  my  Heart, 

Something  unruly,  that  would  fain  get  place ; 

Eut  I’ll  fubdu’t. — Be  free,  kind  Friend,  alas ! 

Force  me  not  wrong  our  Friendlhip  and  your  Worth. 

PATROCLUS. 

That  Charm’s  refidlefs,  and  I  feel  ’twill  forth. 

But  oh  it  mud  not ;  Duty  does  forbid  ; 

Yet  what’s  my  Duty  if  my  Honour  bleed  ? 

Know  then, — now  that  this  dubborn  Heart  would  break! 
My  cruel  Father — oh  I  dare  not  fpeak. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Hah! 

PATROCL  US. 

Led  by  fome  blind  midaken  Jealoufy, 

Heaps  Treafons  upon  you.  and  ahame  on  me. 

It  was  by  him  Theramnes  made  Efcape, 

And  ’twas  he  back’d  him  in  this  impious  Rape. 

But  oh  no  more  !  Shame  does  my  Words  fupprefs : 

Yet  think  what  he  will  do  that  durft  do  this. 

I’ll  go  and  try  if !  his  Rage  can  day  : 

I  may  divert  the  Stream  another  way.  [Exit  Patroclus. 
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ALCIBIADES . 

Kind  Youth,  I  cannot  fear  thy  Father’s  Hate  : 

He  fells  his  Honour  at  too  cheap  a  Rate. 

What  have  I  done  that  could  be  call’d  a  Wrong  ? 
No,  I’ve  a  Guard  of  innocence  too  ftrong  ; 
Whilft  I  unfpotted  that  and  Friendlhip  bear. 

No  Danger  is  fo  great  that  I  need  fear. 

T  IMANDRA. 

Yet  be  not,  Sir,  regardiefs  of  my  Feais ; 

Some  Pity  have  of  thefe  fad  Sighs  and  Tears. 
Whither,  oh  whither  would  your  Rafhnefs  lead; 
To  urge  a  Ruin  levell’d  at  your  Head ! 

Let  us - 

To  fome  Recefs  that’s  fafe  and  humble  go  : 

1 Tmancha  can  bear  any  thing  with  you. 

Let  Ir.t’reft  the  unfix’d  and  wavVing  fway  ; 

With  us - 

Love  fhall  fupply  what  Fortune  takes  away. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Sure  ’tis  not  my  'Timandra’z  Voice  I  hear  ; 

She  ne’er  had  Caufe  to  think  that  I  could  fear. 
Have  I  fo  many  Dangers  over  paft. 

Poorly  to  fhrink  from  Villany  at  laft  ? 

No,  with  my  Innocence  I’ll  brave  his  Hate, 

And  meet  it  in  a  free  undaunted  State  : 

See  all  with  Smiles,  as  fearlefs  and  as  gay. 

As  infants  unconcern’d  at  Dangers  play. 

T 1  M  AN  D  R  A. 

Then  I’ll  perform  what  to  my  Love  is  due ; 
Unfteddy  Doubts  be  gone,  blind  Fears  adieu  : 

I  were  unworthy  of  the  Heart  you  gave. 

Were  I  than  you  lefs  faithful,  or  lefs  brave. 

And  of  my  Courage  too  this  Proof  i’ll  give, 

When  you  dare  meet  a  Death,  I’ll  fcorn  to  live, 
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Nor  longer  be  a  ValTal  to  my  Fear  ; 

We’ll  in  each  other’s  Chance  a  Portion  bear. 

So  Fate  has  thus  at  leaft  fome  Kindnefs  Ihown, 

Neither  can  wretched  be,  nor  bleft  alone.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  The  Camp. 

Enter  Tissaphernes  and  four  Villains. 

T I S  SAP  HERNE  S. 

Is’t  done  ? - 

i  VILLAIN. 

Sir,  to  a  Point  your  Will’s  fulfill’d; 

Theramnes'  Guards,  as  they  lay  drunk,  were  kill’d  t 
Draxilla  too,  by  the  Ambulh  you  had  laid 
For  your  Retreat,  was  in  her  Flight  betray’d. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Next,  as  from  me,  be  there  a  MelTage  fent. 

To  bid  my  Son  attend  me  in  my  Tent ; 

In’s  Palfage  thither  you  may  feize  him,  fo 

Convey  him  to  the  Cave - 

i  VILLAIN. 

— iVIy  Lord,  we  go. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Ye  are  the  bell  of  Rogues  ;  but  difappear :  [Fa1.  3  Vi /. 
You  know  your  Bus’nefs :  So,  the  King  is  here. 

Enter  King  and  Qjj  e  e  n  attended. 

KING. 

Lead  to  the  Grove - 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Oh,  Sir,  there’s  Treafon  in  the  Camp  ;  retreat, 

But  now  the  Guards  1  in  Confulion  met. 

Who  led  me  where  Tberamnes  i  beheld. 

The  late  Athenian  Captive  General,  kill’d. 

That  little  breath  he  had  left,  h’employ’d  to  lhew 
His  Honour,  and  his  Gallantry  to  you ; 
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Treafons  fo  drange  and  horrid  did  relate. 

As  would  feem  almod  Treafon  to  repeat. 

But,  Sir,  you  have  no  longer  Safety  here  : 

Secure  yourfelf,  and  leave  all  to  my  Care. 

KING. 

No  more  !  you  know  not  what  you  urge  me  to ; 
Secure  myfelf !  am  1  a  King  or  no  ? 

The  Monarch,  who  when  Danger’s  near  fits  down, 
Shews  but  a  feeble  Title  to  a  Throne: 

The  bell  Securities  in  Courage  are  ; 

We  but  fubfcribe  to  Treafons  which  we  fear. 

Be  free,  and  let  me  the  bold  Traitor  know. 

To  $em  the  Torrent  I  myfelf  will  go  : 

In  State  I’ll  meet  the  fond  capricious  Wretch, 

And  dare  him  with  that  Crown  which  he  would  fnatch. 

T  IS  SAP  HERNE  S. 

Alas,  dread  Sir,  force  me  not  to  declare, 

The  Name  would  wound  your  facred  Bread:  to  hear. 

I  in  revealing,  Honour  fhould  offend  : 

He  once  was  Noble,  Sir,  and  call’d  me  Friend. 

KING. 

How,  Sir,  your  Friend  !  and  Traitor  to  my  Crown  : 
Reveal  him,  or  his  Treafons  are  your  own. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Alas,  but  muft  I ! - ’tis  fo  foul  a  Deed, 

I  cannot  fpeak. 

KING. 

Hell,  Sir  ;  d’ye  play  ?  Proceed. 

HISS  AP  HERNE  S. 

Then  to  be  fhort,  he  you  fo  lately  drove 
T’engage  in  all  the  firmed  Tyes  of  Love, 

He  whom  you  almod  had  from  nothing  rais’d. 

And  on  the  highed  Seats  of  Honour  plac’d  ; 

Has  thence  this  Ufe  of  all  your  Favours  fhown, 

To  make  ’em  Steps  to  mount  into  your  Throne. 

KING. 
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KING. 

Defend  me  !  what  do  I  hear  ! - 

Sir,  you  have  rais’d  a  Tumult  in  my  Bread:, 

Which  will  not  be  fo  fuddenly  appeas’d : 

By  Heav’ns,  fee  all  that  you  inform  be  true. 

Or  may  all  Torments  which  to  th’  Damn’d  are  due, 

Light  on  me,  if  inflifted  not  on  you. 

The  brave  Athenian  falfe  !  it  cannot  be  : 

His  Soul  ne’er  dreamt  of  fuch  Impiety. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Sir,  y’are  unkind  if  you  fufpedt  me  falfe, 

I  never  yet  abus’d  your  Ears  with  Tales ; 

Had  I  fuch  myftick  Policy  purfu’d, 

Perhaps  I’d  now  been  kindlier  underllood. 

KING. 

Alas,  dear  Friend,  mifconftrue  not  my  Zeal, 

Weigh  not  my  Paflions  in  nice  Reafon’s  Scale. 

Who  would  believe  a  King  Ihould  blindly  place 
His  Love  fo  firmly,  for  Returns  fo  bafe  ? 

Rack  me  no  more,  but  the  dark  Scruple  clear: 

My  Soul’s  in  a  Convulfion  till  I  hear. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Yes,  Sir,  ’tis  he,  and  thus  his  Plots  were  laid.. 

Th’  Account  I  from  the  dying  Captive  had  ; 

Whom  he  with  Liberty  had  brib’d,  to  join 
With  him  in  this  his  treacherous  Defign  : 

This  Night  with  th’  Enemy  your  Camp  t’invade. 

On  Promife  it  Ihould  be  by  him  betray’d. 

Which  when  the  gallant  Captive  did  difdain. 

He  was  to  Combat  dar’d,  and  by  him  Ilain. 

If  you  infill  on  farther  Evidence, 
rheramnes’  murder’d  Guards  enough  convince  : 

Hence  you  my  farther  Confirmation  have. 

KING. 

Be  bold  ;  fpeak  what  thou  knoweil - - 

4  VILLAIN. 
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The  Captive’s  Guards,  I  by  Command  was  Tent, 

I  found  ’em  murder’d  at  the  Door  o’th’  Tent. 

In  one  of  ’em  fome  Life  did  yet  remain. 

Who  told  me  they  were  by  our  General  flain, 

’Caufe  they  Theramnes ’  Freedom  had  deny’d. 

More  he  had  faid,  but  at  thefe  Words  he  dy’d. 

KING. 

It  was  enough.  Treafon,  how  dark  art  thou  ? 

In  Shapes  more  various  than  e’er  Proteus  knew. 

By  Heav’n  I’ll  make  him  bafe,  defpis’d  and  poor. 

More  wretched  than  e’er  Monfter  was  before. 

Naked,  and  ftript  of  all  his  Dignities, 

I’ll  lay  his  odious  Crimes  before  his  Eyes. 

Then  when  his  Mind  is  lab’ring  with  Regret, 

To  make  his  Infamy  the  more  compleat. 

Some  common  Slave  lhall  on  him  Juflice  do, 

And  fend  his  Soul  among  the  Damn’d  below. 

Guards  wait  on  him -  [To  Tiflaphernes. 

Go  e’er  my  Love  return  and  I  repent. 

And  feize  upon  the  Traitor  in  his  Tent. 

A  fpeedy  Vengeance  bell  befits  this  Wrong, 

JTwere  too  much  Mercy  to  delay  it  long. 

Enter  Alcibiades  and  Timandra. 

AL  CIBIADES. 

This  way’s  the  King  ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 

He’s  here  leapt  into  th’  Net. 

Thus,  Sir,  the  King  falutes  you.  [Guards  feize  Ale. 
ALCIBIADES. 

Slaves,  retreat. 

TIM  AN  DR  A. 

Alas,  my  Lord  ! 

TISSAPHERNES. 

— Sir,  ’tis  the  King’s  Command, 

The  leaft  of  'em  I  never  durft  withftand. 
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But,  Sir,  what  Meaning  can  this  Ufage  bear  ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 

The  King,  Sir,  quickly  all  your  Doubts  will  clear. 

KING. 

Away  with  him,  thou  Poiion  to  my  Eyes. 

ALCIBIADES. 

The  bafeft  Wretch  not  unconvifted  dies. 

Sir,  let  me  know  what  ’tis  that  1  have  done. 

Unworthy  of  my  Honour  or  your  Crown. 

If  in  your  Caufe  who’d  fpend  his  deareft  Blood, 

And  is,  to  be  your  meanelt  Vaffal,  proud, 

No  greater  Welfare  than  in  yours  does  know, 

If  he  be  an  Offender,  I  am  fo. 

KING. 

How  cunningly  he  would  feem  innocent. 

And  gild  with  Flattery  his  foul  Intent ! 

Thus  Traitors  in  their  Fall  are  like  the  Sun, 

Who  Hill  looks  faireft  at  his  going  down. 

’Sdeath,  Sir,  do  you  believe  me  Child  or  Fool, 

Whom  ev’ry  fawning  Word  or  Toy  can  rule  ? 

By  Heav’n  I’ll  let  you  fee,  Sir,  your  Miftake  ; 

Hence  with  the  Traitor  quickly  to  the  Rack. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Sir,  hear  me  fpeak - • 

KING. 

What  is’t  that  you  can  fay. 
Who  would  my  Crown  and  your  own  !  ruft  betray  ? 
When  you  from  Prifon  fet  the  Captive  free, 

Bafely  to  win  him  to  your  Treachery  : 

Whom,  when  on  him  your  Plots  could  nothing  do. 

You  kill’d,  ’caufe  he  more  Honour  had  than  you. 

ALCIBIADES. 

By  all  above,  Sir,  1  am  innocent : 

I  ne’er  knew  what  the  Thought  of  Treafon  meant. 

But  know  from  whence  this  Jealoufy  you  drew. 

From  him  that  hates  me,  and  abufes  you  : 
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Theramnes  had  his  Liberty  from  hence  :  [ToTi/Taphernes. 

And  for  Defigns  fo  bafe - 

T  IS  SAP  HERNE  S. 

- Oh  Impudence ! 

To  what  prodigious  Height  will  Treafon  climb  ! 

Dare  you,  Sir,  charge  me  with  your  heavy  Crime  ? 

Old  as  1  am,  my  Sword  fhall  do  me  right. 

But - 

ALCIBIADES. 

— Monfter  hence,  and  them  that  fear  thee  fright : 
Think’ft  thou  to  play  with  the  black  Deeds  th’afl:  done  ? 
Were  I  but  free,  tho’  naked  and  alone. 

Thou  too  defended  by  a  defp’rate  Crew, 

And  all  indeed  more  near  being  damn’d  than  thou  $ 
This  fingle  Arm  fliould  prove  my  Caufe  is  good. 

And  chronicle  my  Honour  in  their  blood. 

KING. 

Is’t  thus,  Sir,  you  would  plead  your  Innocence  ? 
Think  you  t’outbrave  us  with  your  Impudence  ? 

Once  more  the  Traitor  to  his  Tortures  bear. 

QUEEN. 

But,  Sir,  your  Juftice  now  is  too  fevere. 

’Twere  an  ill  Triumph  after  Viftories, 

To  make  the  Conqueror  the  Sacrifice  ; 

That  Gallantry  fome  Privilege  may  plead. 

KING. 

His  Treafons  are  too  plain,  and  open  laid, 

And  all  his  Merits  weigh’d  againft  them  light. 

QU  EE  N. 

Should  we  him  guilty  of  worfe  Crimes  admit. 

And  that  in’s  Death  you’d  worthieft  Juftice  Ihew, 

Yet  to  forgive’s  the  nobler  of  the  two. 

KING. 

When  Deidamia  pleads,  I  can’t  deny  : 

His  Doom’s  this  time  recall’d,  he  (hall  not  die  ; 
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But  (robb’d  of  all  his  Joys)  let  him  be  fent 
To  a  perpetual  Imprifonment ; 

His  I  reafures  rifled,  and  his  Wife  a  Slave. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Here  on  my  Knees  let  me  one  Favour  crave. 
What-ever  Fate  you  have  deflgn’d  for  me, 

It  is  embrac’d  :  but,  Sir,  let  her  be  free  ; 

Let  all  the  Weight  of  the  alledg’d  Offence 
Light  upon  me  ;  wrong  not  her  Innocence. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

How  mean  and  abjeft  is  your  Courage  now  ! 
Think  you  that  I  dare  fuffer  lefs  than  you  ? 

No,  Sir  ;  in  this  he  has  no  Right  to  plead  i 
Whate’er  you  think  either  has  merited. 

Let  equal  Juftice  on  us  both  be  lhown  : 

And  as  we  are,  fo  let  our  Fates  be  one. 

AL  CIBIADES. 

Thou  Wonder  of  thy  Sex. » - - 

KING. 

I’ll  hear  no  more  : 

How  dare  you  tempt  an  angry  Monarch’s  Pow’r  f 
But  fince  his  Fate  fo  gratefully  you  efteem  ; 

Let  her  be  Pris’ner  too,  but  far  from  him. 

He  muff  not  be  fo  happy  to  have  her, 

For  Fetters  would  be  Blefiings  were  ihe  there. 

Go,  fee  ye  execute  our  Orders  ffraight, 

TIMANDRA. 

Thus  we  with  Smiles  will  entertain  our  Fate. 
My  deareft  Lord,  farewel ;  let  not  a  Sigh 
Or  Tear  proclaim  we  grieve,  our  Parting’s  nigh. 
Were  it  to  quit  our  Happinefs  a  Pain, 

Joy  were  not  then  a  Blelfing,  but  a  Chain. 

No,  let  us  part  as  dying  Martyrs  do, 

Who  leave  this  life  only  to  gain  a  new. 
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Grief  equally  ignoble  were  as  vain. 

Since  we  at  lealt  in  Heav’n  fhall  meet  again. 

ALCIBIADES. 

So  from  their  Oracles  the  Deities 
Inftruft  the  ignorant  World  in  Myfleries- 
But,  part!  that  Word  would  make  a  Saint  defpair. 
Obedience  cannot  be  a  Virtue  here. 

If  fo,  ye  Gods,  ye  have  fuch  Precepts  giv’n. 

That  an  Example  would  confound  your  Heav’n  : 
Duties  beyond  Omnipotence  you  enjoin  ; 

Can  you  forfake  your  Heav’n,  or  I  leave  mine  ? 

Till  when  thus,  King,  I’m  fix’d  beyond  remove, 

"With  all  the  Cements  of  an  endlefs  Love. 

Kill  me,  thou  yet  fhalt  of  thy  Ends  defpair,  ^ 

My  Soul  fhall  wait  upon  her  ev’ry  where,  > 

Nay  I’d  not  fly  to  Heav’n  till  fhe  came  there.  j 
KING. 

Shall  I  thus  fee  myfelf  out-brav’d  ?  Away, 

He  is  a  Traitor  that  but  feems  to  flay. 

[Alcibiades  fnatches  a  Sword  from  one  of  the  Guards. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Now  I  am  arm'd,  Death  to  that  Wretch  that  flirs. 
KING. 

Sir,  do  not  think  to  look  us  into  Fears  ? 

Difarm  him,  Guards,or  kill  him .  [They fight  and  difarm  him. 

TIS  SAPHERNES. 

Fufh  home,  ye  Dogs - 

ALCIBIADES. 

- Sordid  Slaves. 

Thus  ev’ry  Afs  the  helplefs  Lion  braves. 

Adieu,  divineft  of  thy  Sex,  adieu  ! 

I  never  thought  that  1  could  part  till  now. 

Now  I  deferve  the  worit  Fate  has  in  ltore, 

T  hat  in  f"  brave  a  Caufe  fhould  do  no  moie. 

[The  Guards  offer  to  lead  him  off 

Yet 
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Yet  flay,  one  Look.  Thus  does  the  Needle  fteer 
To  his  lov’d  North,  and  fain  would  come  more  near; 
When  in  the  eager  Profped  of  his  Joy, 

He  is  by  fome  rude  Artift  fnatch’d  away. 

Farewell - 

TIMANDRA. 


Farewel,  and  if  your  Memory 
Ere  trouble  you  with  fuch  a  thing  as  I", 

Let  not  a  Sigh  come  from  you,  but  believe 
I’d  rather  be  forgot,  than  you  Ihou’d  grieve. 

ALCIBIADES. 


Such  Worth  fhall  in  each  Temple  have  a  Shrine  *1 
What,  to  regain  her,  would  l  not  refign  ?  > 

But  Ihe’s  too  heav’nly  to  be  longer  mine.  3 

[Exeunt  Jeveral  ways  guarded,  looking  back  at  each  other. 

KING. 


She’s  gone,  but  oh  what  mighty  Charms  there  lie 
Couch’d  in  the  narrow  Circle  of  an  Eye  ! 

Had  (Ire  but  ftaid  another  Minute  here, 

I  had  worn  Chains,  and  been  her  Prifoner: 

And  ftill  1  fear  my  Heart  is  not  my  own  ; 

For  if  fo  bright  when  to  a  Dungeon  gone. 

How  would  lhe  lhine  triumphant  on  aThrone  ?  [Exit. 


QUEEN. 

So,  now  or  never  muit  my  Love  fucceed  ; 

Vainly,  weak  King,  haft  thou-  his  Doom  decreed. 

In  this  beginning  of  his  Fall  th’aft  fhown 
But  the  impeded  Figure  of  thy  own. 

Few  Hours  remain  ’twixt  thee  and  Delliny, 

Till  when  grow  dull  in  thy  Security. 

Timandra' s  and  thy  Death  is  one  Defign  ; 

Then  if  a  L  town  can  tempt  him,  he  is  mine.  [Exit. 
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ACTV.  SCENE  I. 


Tissaphernes  folus. 


TISSAPHERNES. 


NOW  like  a  Lion  on  my  Prey  I’ll  feafl: ; 

Revenge,  thou  Solace  to  a  troubled  Breaft  ! 
Could  but  T her amnes  in  Elizium  know. 

How  would  his  Gholt  rejoice  at  what  I  do  ! 

[Theramnes’s  Ghoft  rifes. 

GHOST. 


Oh  no 


TISSAPHERNES. 

Death,  what  is  that  I  hear  and  fee  ! 

Begone,  dull  Ghoit ;  if  thou  art  dam  n’d,  what’s  that  to  me  ? 

GHOST. 

From  deepeft  Horror  of  eternal  Night, 

Where  Souls  in  everlafting  Torments  groan, 

Where  howlingFiends  lie  chain’d,  and  where’s  no  Light, 
But  thickeft  Darknefs  covers  ev’ry  one, 

I  come  to  warn  thee.  Mortal,  of  thy  Sin  ; 

Short  time  is  here  left  for  thee  to  remain  ; 

’Tvvere  fit  that  thy  Repentance  foon  begin, 

For  think  what  :tis  to  live  in  endiefs  Pain. 

Farewei -  [De/cends. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

- ’Twas  an  odd  Speech  ;  but  be  it  fo  : 

Pifh  ;  Hell  itfelf  trembles  at  what  I  do ; 

And  its  Submifiion  better  to  exprefs, 

Sends  this  Ambaffador  to  make  its  Peace. 
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Let  idle  Fears  the  Superftitious  awe  ; 

With  me  my  Refolution  is  a  Law. 

Repentance  now  would  be  too  late  begun: 

Ages  can’t  expiate  what  I  have  done. 

And  if  below  for  Souls  fuch  Torments  are, 

Methinks  there’s  yet  Lome  Brav’ry  in  Defpair. 

The  eafy  King  looks  little  in  his  State, 

His  Crown  is  for  his  Head  too  great  a  Weight: 

But  I  will  eafe  him,  and  adorn  this  Brow. 

Thus  to  my  Aims  no  Limits  I’ll  allow. 

Revenge,  Ambition,  all  that’s  ill,  fhall  be 
My  Bus’nefs ;  fo  I’ll  baffle  Defliny. 

Hell!  No - 

i’ll  aft  fuch  Things  whilft  here  I  have  Abode, 

Till  my  own  Trophies  raife  me  to  a  God. 

Enter  Qjj  hen. 

QUEEN. 

Now  fuch  an  Engine  is  it  I  would  have, 

I  know  he  is  a  Traitor,  and  is  brave. 

I’ll  bait  him  with  Ambition  that  fhall  move; 

Then  if  complacent  to  my  Ends  he  prove. 

In  feeming  to  comply  with  his  Defign, 

I’ll  make  him  but  an  Inftrument  to  mine  : 

For  when  Succefs  me  to  my  Wifhes  calls, 

I’ll  lhake  him  off,  and  then  unpropt  he  falls. 

My  Lord - - 

TISSA.PHERNE  S. 

Madam. 

QUEEN. 

My  Father  lov’d  you  well, 

I’ve  heard  him  oft  of  your  Atchievements  tell ; 

When  in  his  Camp  fuch  gallant  .Leeds  you  wrought. 
And  always  Viftory  and  Triumph  brought. 
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TISSAP  HERNES. 

Madam,  your  Father  was  all  good  and  juft. 

QUE  E  N. 

He  could,  why  may  not  I,  your  Honour  truft  ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 

You  wrong  it  elfe,  your  Father  lives  in  you  ; 

As  I  was  his,  I  am  your  Champion  too. 

Tho’  old,  againft  your  Foes  this  Sword  lhall  plead 
Your  Right ;  name  but  your  Traitor,  and  he’s  dead, 
QUEEN. 

Nay,  Sir,  the  Traitor’s  not  alone  my  Foe, 

His  Injuries  extended  are  to  you, 

To  you  to  whom  he  owes  all  he  enjoys. 

Yet  bafely  him  that  gave  him  Growth  deftroys ; 
Whilft  for  his  Ills  he  would  his  Kindnefs  plead. 

To  heap  your  Honours  on  your  Rival’s  Head. 

Rally  your  Courage  up,  if  you  are  brave, 

And  at  once  mine,  and  your  own  Honour  fave. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Your  Majefty  would  mean  the  King.  D’ye  try 
My  Refolution,  or  my  Loyalty  ? 

QU  EEN. 

Your  Courage,  Sir,  is  known  ;  your  Loyalty, 

If  you  have  any,  you’ll  find  due  to  me. 

Thro’  me  thefe  Honours  you  in  Sparta  bore, 

And  ’twas  my  Father  made  you  great  before. 

Now  know  it  is  the  King,  whofe  perjur’d  Soul 
Has  done  me  Injuries  fo  bafe  and 'foul, 

That  all  that’s  good  will  blufh  at ;  his  Vows  paft 
To  me,  all  in  another’s  Love  are  loft. 

Nay,  with  my  Honour  too  my  Life  muft  bleed  $ 

He  with  the  Gen’ral’s  has  my  Fall  decreed, 

To  take  the  fair  Timandra  to  his  Fed. 

Let’s  go  furprize  him  now  he’s  full  of  Wine, 

Revenge  me  on  his  Life,  his  Crown  is  thine. 
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TISSAP  HER  NE  S. 

Madam,  indeed  the  Injuries  you  feel 
Cry  loud  ;  nor  do  I  tamely  fee  my  Ill. 

But  you  muft  fwear  to  me  you  will  be  true. 

QUEEN. 

By  all  that’s  holy  I’ll  be  fo  to  you. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

I’ll  do’t ;  but,  Madam,  know,  I  undertake 
To  hazard  Life  and  Honour  for  your  Sake  j 
Should  you  betray  me - 

QUEEN . 

Nay,  now  you  are  un kinder  than  before. 

To  my  firft  Oath  I’ll  add  a  Million  more. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

And  you  will  dill  be  mindful  of  the  Crown  ? 
QUEEN. 

Had  he  ten  thoufand,  they  were  all  your  own, 

TISSAPHERNES. 

This  then’s  his  Fate ;  pity  a  Crime  were  here : 

He  than’t  have  Time  enough  to  make  a  Pray’r. 

[Draws  a  Da??et. 

QUEEN. 

Be  bold;  and  profper  in  thy  brave  Defign  ; 

And  when  hisDeath’s  perform’d,  the  next  is" thine.[^£&. 

[Exit, 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Tnis  Trap  was  dang’roufly  and  fubtly  lay’d* 

But  I  am  not  fo  eafily  betray’d. 

Her  Love  to  Alcibiades  I  know ; 

Her  Woman  for  me  did  that  Kindnefs  do  : 

And  fince  ihe  is  fo  good  at  the  Defign, 

I  11  to  oblige  her  give  her  one  of  mine. 

My  zealous  urging  of  her  Oath  was  done. 

Not  to  prevent  her  Plots,  but  hide  my  own. 

Von.  I.  £  2?n 
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I’ll  cherilh  her  in  all  that  Ihe  pretends* 

So  make  her  Aims  but  Covers  to  my  Ends. 

For  when  I’m  feated  on  the  Spartan  Throne, 

.Both  her  and  all  her  Treafons  I’ll  difown  : 

Prove  both  her  Judge  and  her  Accufer  too. 

And  on  her  my  firft  A<5t  of  JulHce  do. 

So  all  my  Doubts  and  Fears  will  be  o’er-paft. 

And  by  her  Fall  I  fix  myfelf  more  fall.  [Exit. 

Jin  Apartment,  with  a  Chair  of  Statf,  and  by  it  a  Table t 
with  the  Crown  and  Sceptre. 

Enter  King  and  Lords. 

KING. 

My  Lords,  no  more,  we’ve  drank  too  deep  !  Fd  now 
A  while  be  private. 

LORDS. 

•  Royal  Sir,  we  go.  [Ex.  Lords, 

KING. 

Boy  take  thy  Lute,  and  with  a  pleaftng  Air 
/jppeafe  my  Sorrows  and  delude  my  Care.  [Sits  down. 

SONG. 

frinces  that  rule,  and  Empires  /way. 

How  tranftory  is  their  State  ! 

Sorrows  the  Glories  do  allay. 

And  richef  Crowns  have  greatejl  Weight, 

II. 

The  mighty  Monarch  Treafon  fears. 

Ambitious  Thoughts  within  him  rave  £ 

His  Life  all  Difcontent  and  Cares , 

And  he  at  bef  is  but  a  Slave. 

III. 

Vainly  we  think  with  fond  Delight 
To  eafe  the  Burden  of  our  Cares  ; 
fach  Grief  a  fecond  does  invite. 

And  Sorrovts  are  each  other's  Heirs, 
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IV. 

■Per  me,  my  Honour  I'll  maintain , 

Be  Gallant,  Generous ,  and  Brave, 

And  when  I  Quietude  would  gain , 

At  leajl  I  find  it  in  the  Grave. 

[The  King  falls  afleep. 

Enter  Qu  e  e  n  and  Tissaphernes  with  a  Dagger • 

QUEEN. 

He  fleeps ;  now  let  the  fatal  Deed  be  done. 

Hah  !  what  are  thefe,  the  Sceptre  and  the  Crown ! 

So  did  the  droufy  Dragon  deep,  when  he 
Loft  the  rich  Fruits  of  the  He/per ian  Tree. 

;Firft  we’ll  fecure  his  Crown,  and  then  he  dies. 

[Takes  up  the  Craven. 
Thus  I’m  difcharg’d  of  all  my  Promifes. 

Take  this,  and  if  I  claim  your  Promife  too, 

\  Puts  it  on  his  Head. 

V’are  King,  and  Juftice  is  yOur  Duty  now. 

Come,  by  his  Fall - — 

This  your  firft  Step  to  Glory  folemnize. 

I’ll  make  you  King,  make  him  my  Sacrifice. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

I’ll  do’t,  but  ftay —  [ Advances  towards  the  King* 

QXJ  EEN. 

- Nay,  quickly  to  him  go  ; 

Sir,  he  expedis  no  Ceremony  now. 

Tissaphernes. 

Thus  then  I - hah  !  how  alter’d  am  I  grown  5 

I  Hand  amaz’d,  and  dare  not  venture  on. 

There  is  in  Majefty  a  fecret  Charm, 

That  puts  a  Fetter  on  a  Traitor’s  Arm : 

T cannot  do’t.—. 

QUEEN. 

Then  look  on  her  that  dares. 

How  defpicable  is  the  Man  that  fears ! 

E  2 
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f-iive  me  the  fatal  Inilrument  of  Death  ; 

[Takes  the  Dagger  from  him. 
Myfelf  vvill  in  his  Heart  this  Dagger  lheathe  : 

Then  blulh  to  think,  if  e’er  the  World  Ihould  know. 
That  a  frail  Woman  durlt  do  more  than  you, 

Courage — he  fmiles, —  [ Advances  forwards  the  King. 

Some  pleafing  Dreams  his  Fancy  entertain  ; 

Oh  it  were  Pity  he  Ihould  wake  again. 

Thus,  King,  thy  Life  and  Empire  I  command  : 

Accept  this  from  thy  Deidamias  Hand.  [Stabs  him. 

KING. 


Hah,  murder’d  !  Deidamia,  and  by  you  ! 

What  is’t  that  faithlefs  Woman  will  not  do  ? 
Henceforth  all  Loyalty  and  Love  farewel. 

When  After-Ages  {hall  this  Story  tell, 

’Twill  be  a  Truth  too  fad  to  be  receiv’d; 

Nor  fhall  the  World  be  by  itfelf  believ’d. 

Did  I  for  this  ev’n  Crown  and  Empire  quit, 

‘To  lay  all  my  Ambition  at  your  Feet ; 

When  at  the  Altar  ftri<fteft  Vows  1  paid  ? 

Nor  were  they  with  lefs  Zeal  perform’d  than  made# 

I  lov’d  you  far  above  that  Life  y’ave  fpilt, 

Till  ev’n  my  Paffion  was  become  my  Guilt. 

I  for  your  fake  depriv’d  Heav’n  of  its  .due. 

Took  Adoration  thence  to  pay  it  yon. 

And  mull;  this  be  th’  Reward  for  all  I’ve  done  ? 

Yet  I  Ihall  have  this  Comfort  when  I’m  gone. 

That  I  no  longer  fhall  with  thee  remain. 

But  die  in  hopes  we  ne’er  fhall  meet  again.  [Dies. 

QUEEN. 

He’s  gone,  and  now,  my  Lord  *-  ■■  — 


TISSAPHERNES. 

• - Oh,  what  is’t  you  have  done  ? 

while  lay  your  unruly  Paffions  down. 


A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  S.  '/7; 

"View  but  the  ftveet  Compofure  of  that  Face, 

Where  Grandeur  fat  attended  by  each  Grace: 

&ow  there  grim  Death  his  ghhlily  Revels  keeps. 

And  pallid  Horror  o’er  each  Feature  creeps. 

Weep,  Madam,  weep,  to  think-  your  Rage  has  giv’n 
That  Blow,  which  robs  the  World  to  enrich  Heav’n. 

Oh  my  dear  Lord,  that  e’er  1  liv’d  to  know 
This  Day !  Madam,  1  can’t  conceal  it. 

QUEE  Ah 
- Say  you  lb  ? 

But,  Sir,  T  fcorn  to  be  betray’d  by  you. 

[At  the  floife  of  People  entring,  throws  axxay  the  Dugger,' 
then  fulls  upon  her  Knees,  and  lays  hold  of  i'jfTkjphsnw»,» 

then  Jpeaks. 

Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon,  &c.—— — — 

Is’t  not  enough  y’ave  Ihed  my  Hulband’s  Blood  ? 

T1SS  AP  HERNE  S . 

The  Devil !— - — 

QUEEN. 

And  robb’d  the  World  of  all  that's  great  and  good/ 
But  you  mull  feek  my  Life  ;  Oh  Pity  take, 

Jf  not  for  mine,  at  leaft  for  Virtue’s  fake  ! 

PIS  SAPHERNES. 

Hell  and  Plagues ! - 

QU  EE  N. 

But  why  do  I  name  that  ?  for  all  that  e’er 
The  World  had  left  of  it,  lies  murder’d  there,- 

2 ’’IS  SAPHERNES. 

Very  fine. 

QU  E  E  N.  ' 

Yet  tho’  you’ve  robb’d  him  of  his  Life,  fave  mine  i 
I’ll  live  to  alk  Heav’n  Pardon  for  your  Sim 

TIS  SAPHERNES. 

So,  now  I’ll  Hop  your  Mouth. 

[Breaks  from  her,  and  takes  up  the  Dagger. 

E  3  QUEEN. 
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%U-E  E  N. 

Help  i  Murder !  Treafon  !  help  ! 

Enter  Lords, 
i  LORD. 

How,  Tijfaphernes,  arm’d  againft  the  Queen  i. 

What  means  this  Podure,  S;r  ? - 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

— — Gh  noble  Lord, 
u.  e’er  your  Pity  could  a  Tear  afford, 

Weep  down  an  Ocean  there  ;  behold  the  Spring 
Of  Sparta’s  Hopes  lies  murder’d  in  her  King. 

And  had  not  I  the  Traitor’s  Rage  withdood. 

He  with  my  Hufband’s  too  had  mix’d  my  Blood. 

See  where  he  guilty  Hands. 

LORD. 

—  — -Great -Agis  flain  ! 

By  Tijfcpberr.es  too  ? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Yes,  he  to  gain 

The  Spartan  Crown,  this  bloody  Deed  has  done*. 

See  he  already  has  ufutpt  the  Crown  ; 

His  hot  Ambition  could  not  bear  Delays, 

But  on  the  Royal  Spoils  thus  proudly  preys ; . 

Infults  in’s  Treafon. 

T IS  S  AP  HE  R  NE  S. 

— — I  am  now  run  down 
So  far,  that  all  Hopes  of  Recovery's  gone  : 

But,  Madam,  can  you  dare  to  lay  this  Guilt 
On  me?  vvas’t  not  by  you  his  Blood  was  fpilt  ? 

QUE  E  N. 

By  me  !  bafe  Wretch,  would  thy  Impiety 
Lay  this  inhumane  Regicide  on  me  ? 

I  wound  this  Bread  ?  ah,  dearefl  Saint,  too  well 
I  knew  thy  Worth  !  [Weeps. 

T  IS- 
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TISSAPHERNE  S. 


Death  !  (he’ll  be  Queen  of  Hell : 

Pluto  will  grow  in  love  with  her  for  this. 

LORD. 

My  Lord,  Treafon’s  above  all  Pardon. 

riS  SAP  HERNE  S. 


•’Tis. 


LORD. 

Then,  Sir,  to  Juftice... 
FIS  SAP  HERNES. 


No,  thus  I  deny.  [Prefents  his  Dagger, 

I  liv’d  not  by  it,  nor  will  by  it  die. 

Was  it  for  this  my  Stratagems  I  laid 
To  ruin  her,  to  be  by  her  betray’d  ? 

Curfe  on  my  narrow  Fate  ;  but  yet  to  Ihew 
Thatl  love  Murder  too  as  well  as  you. 

Thus,  perjur’d  Queen - 

[Offers  to  Jlah  the  Queen,  but  is  hinder'd  by  the  Lords, 

QUEEN. 

See,  how  he’d  fill  purfue 
His  Treafon  !  hence  to  Juftice  with  him  go: 

Hourly  let  on  the  Rack  his  Pains  encreafe. 

Till  he  the  Horror  of  his  Guilt  confefs. 


TISSAPHERNES. 


That  (hall  not  need.  I’ll  own  the  Deed  as  mine, 
But  glory  in’t,  it  was  a  brave  Defign. 

The  King  kill’d  !  and  I  ruin’d  !  to  compleat 
T  hy  Luft,  all  by  one  Stratagem,  was  great ! 

So  great,  that  for  its  fake 
1  can  with  Satisfaction  yield  my  Breath, 

Elfe  1  fhould  take  no  Pleafure  in  my  Death. 

But  ere  1  go,  be  pleas’d  to  entertain 
The  lalt  kind  Precepts  of  a  dying  Man. 

Be  bloody,  falfe,  revengeful,  luftful,  all 
That  can  be  found  recorded  on  Hell’s  Roll 
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Embrace  r  where-e’er  you  riling  Virtue  fee, 

Down  with  it,  and  fee  up  Impiety, 

Make  that  your  Theme,  leave  nothing  ill  undone, 

So  copy  TiJJapbsrnss  when  he’s  gone  ; 

Who  leaves  this  Counfel  as  a  Legacy: 

’Tis  my  Religion,  and  I’ll  in  it  die,  [ Exit  T if. guarded 
QUEEN. 

Hence  with  the  Wretch - - 

Mean  while  to  my  dead  Lord  I’ll  Sorrows  pay, 

And  after  his  ligh  my  own  Life  away.  \Ext  Ltrdn 
Sc,  now  they  .me  gone— —Hah,  who  comes  there  l 

Enter  A  r  d  m  A, 

J  RDM  IL  A. 

’  Lis  r. 

QUEEN, 

drdflhi,  ou  thnt  thing  cart  bade  an  Eye  ! 

’  1  was  once  a  King,  but" thank  thefe  Hands  now  non®* 
Nay,  Han  not,  Tffiiphervfs  too  is  gone  ;  [A  r  del  la  fieri  ft 
IJoi  Tiosluf.es  ail  ms  thine  as  a  Reward. 

A  R  D  M  L  l  A, 

You  are  too  kind - - 

QUE  E  -V. 

Tee  ftraight  a  Draught  prepar’d, 

And  Murderers  ;  Timandra  next  mull  fall  j 
You  know  cur  Will,  let  it  be  done. 

ARD  EL  LA. 

—It  IT: all.  [Exeunt  fi-veralfy\ 

S  C  E  N  E  IL  A  darken'd  Tent. 

Timandra  afieep  upon  a  Catch ,  a  Spirit  comes  and fings* 
MERLIN. 

Come,  mv  Sal  la,  come  a  vs  ay, 

Tby  Merlin  calls. 

S  AL  L  A,  within. 


U  richer  ? 


ME  RL  IN, 


A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  5. 

MERLIN. 

Hit  her  ;  we've  no  Bujine/s  To-day  : 

And  where  Innocence  Jleeps  we  fecnrely  may  play. 

SALLA. 

1  come.  [Enters 

MERLIN. 


So  welcome  my  Dear, 

But  JirJl  let's  difperfe  the  black  Clouds  that  are  here 

B  O  TH. 

Round  about  this  Place  we  range , 

And  its  gloomy  Darkncfs  change 
To  a  bright  delightful  Grove, 

A  proper  Scene  for  happy  Love. 


The  Scene  changes  to  Elyzium. 
MERLIN. 

Next,  to  divert  this  Fair  One,  all 
Our  wing'd  Companions  we'll  call. 

And  the  Air  for  Mujick  charm, 

Whiljl  they  their  Meafures  here  perform. 

BOTH. 

Come  all  ye  bright  Forms  that  inhabit  the  Air ,  ■ 

|  And  cafe  with  your  Pleafures  the  Cares  of  the  Fair 
Here  frolick  and  Jkip,  Oh  no  longer  delay  ! 

But  let  each  clap  his  Wings,  and  away. 

Several  Spirits  of  the  Air,  defcend,  and  dance, 
SALLA. 

Now  let  us  di/cover  the  Manfons  of  Reft, 

Where  Lovers  with  eternal  Joys  are  bleft. 

[  A  glorious  Temple  appears  in  the  Air,  where  the  Spirit? 
of  the  Happy  are  feated.] 

See,  Fair  One,  fee,  not  long  ere  you 
To  thofe  glorious  Seats  pall  go. 
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Another  SPIRIT. 

The  luflful  Qiteen  thirfls  for  your  Blood, 

And  you  are  for  the  World  too  good. 

MERLIN, 

Nor  Jh  all  you  come  alone,  your  Lover  too  • 

Mufl  meet  a  Fate  the  fame  with  you. 

SAL  LA. 

But  here  your  Troubles  all  Jhall  ceafe, 

>Tis  the  Seat  of  endlefs  Blifs. 

CHORUS. 

Here  in  endlefs  Pleafures  they 
Keep  eternal  Holy  day. 

Here  they  revel,  J'port,  and  are 
Ct  •own'd  with  Joys  fill  new  and  rare ; 

Their  Pleafures  too  can  never  die , 

But  like  themfelves  have  Immortality. 

MERLIN. 

See  the  kind  Spirits  fmile,  and  now 
They’ll  blefs  her  with  A  nearer  View. 

[The  whole  Body  of  the  Temple  moves  downward. 

CIIOR  US. 

Defend,  oh  ye  Glories  defend  ! 

Who  with  Blejflngs  eternal  are  crown'd ; 

To  this  Nymph  your  kind  Influence  lend, 

Whilf  the  Spheres  all  with  Harmony  refouna. 
MERLIN. 

She  wakes  ;  let  the  Apparition  go  ; 

By  th '  Damp  upon  my  Wings  I  know 
Something  ill  is  drawing  near  ; 

•  Ccme,  Sail  a,  come  away  ;  oh  come  away,  my  Dear. 

They  all  vanijh,  and  the  Scene  changes  again  to  the  Tent. 

T I M  A  N  D  R  A. 

I’ve  had  a  Dream  might  make  a  Lover  bleft ; 

Oh  fweet  Delights  of  everlafting  Reft  ! 

[Queen  appears  at  the  Entrance. 

How’e 


Al  CI  BI  AD  F.S. 

How’S  this !  the  Queen  ?  v/hat  can  her  coming  mean 

QUEEN. 

Ardella,  with  the  Ruffians  here  remain  ; 

I’ll  in,  and  with  foft  Words  her  Temper  try; 

If  without  him  /he’ll  live,  lhe  lhall  not  die. 

Madam  !— — — — 

TIMAND  R  A. 

- Your  Pleafure  1 

QUEEN. 

Oft  I’ve  heard  y’are  brave  ; 

Bin  the  belt  Proof  of  Gallantry  you  gave, 

When  of  your  noble  Lord  you  were  bereft. 

And  fuch  a  Blifs  with  fo  rare  Patience  left. 

7 ‘IMANDRA. 

Madam,  our  Flames  a  nobler  Paffion  rules 
Than  Fondnefs,  th’  idle  Guilt  of  wav'ring  Fools ; 
Our  Loves  knew  a  far  higher  Excellence, 

Than  the  half  Pleafures  of  a  Minute’s  Senfe. 

QUEEN. 

Then  you  may  love,  fince  you  can  with  him  part, 
He  has  made  a  Conqueft  o’er  my  tender  Heart. 
Love  governs  here  ;  and  fince  my  Hufband’s  dead, 
Fate  and  my  choice!!  Wifhes  have  decreed, 

He  ffiould  both  in  his  Love  and  Throne  fucceed. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Do  you  believe  Empires  or  Crowns  can  make 
Him  his  'Timandra  and  his  Faith  forfake  ? 

Or  think  you  I  an  Atom  will  refign 
Of  that  Heart  which  by  holy  Vows  is  mine  ? 

No,  1  will  keep  him,  maugre  Cruelty. 

QUE  E  N. 

Bat,  Madam,  do  you  know  what  ’tis  to  die  ? 

TIMANDRA. 

Yes,  ’tis  to  lay  thefe  Clogs  our  Bodies  by, 

And  be  remov’d  to  bleft  Eternity. 
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By  Death  Relief  from  all  our  Griefs  we  gain,. 

.And  by  one  put  an  End  to  Years  of  Pain  ; 

By  that  we  in  one  Minute  find  out  more. 

Than  all  the  bufy  Gown-men  ftudy  for; 

Who  after  in  dull1  Search  th’ave  Ages  fpent. 

Learn  nothing  but  to  know  th’are  ignorant.  . 

Death  is  a  Bleffing,  and  a  Thing  fo  far 
Above  the  word  of  all  our  Frailties,  Fear, 

It  claims  our  joy,  fince  by  it  we  put  on 
The  Top  of  Happinefs,  Perfe&ion  : 

Quit  him  !  no  never  whilff  I  here  have  Breath  ; 
lie’s  mine  in  fpite  of  Cruelty  or  Death. 

QUEEN. 

Then  enter,. ye  grim  Miniders  of  Fate. 

Enter  Murderers  with  Poifon, 

Does  not  your  dubborn  Courage  now  abate  ? 

T LM  AND  R  A. 

No,  my  Refolves  more  fixt  and  firm  are  grown  ! 

Bring  dreadful  Racks  and  Tortures  yet  unknown. 

Provide  one  for  each  Senfe,  and  then  do  thou 
Tempt  me  my  Love  and  Int’red  to  forego, 

'Midd  all  my  Pains  I’ll  fmile  and  tell  thee  no. 

QUEEN. 

But,  Minion,  foon  your  Jnfolence  lhall  ceafe. 

Come,  fince  fuch  Rcfolution  you  exprefs. 

Take  this;  demur  not;  do’t—  [Gives  her  aBowlof  Poifon* 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

And  is  this  alii1 

I  thouo-ht  to  have  had  a  more  heroic  Fall, 

Expefted  to  have  nobled  Tortures  met, 

Not  by  dull  Poifon  to  have  found  my  Fate  : 

But  any  way  1  can  thy  Power  defy; 

’Tis  for  my  Alcibiade t  1  die.  [P.ffers  *°  drink, 

QUEEN, 

Yet  yield,  and  live 

V 


TIM.  AN. 


Ascxbiad  e  s, 

riMANDRA. 

G  i  Live !  what  have  I  to  do 
With  Life,  when  giv’n  by  one  fo  bafe  as  you  ? 

Thus  I  defpife  it -  [Drinks* 

Q17EEN. 

What  difmal  Torture  ftrait  will  on  her  feize! 

So  !  ’twas  a  Health  to  Alcibiades. 

[After  Timandra  has  drank  the  Poifon , 
riMANDRA. 

Now  blulh  at  what  thy  impious  Rage  has  done ;  7 
My  Alcibiades  is  ftill  my  own  :  J. 

And  if  thou  him  embrace  when  I  am  gone,  J 

Each  Night  thy  Bed  I’ll  haunt,  and  challenge  there 
Thole  Joys,  of  which  thou  haft  bereft  me  here. 

Anxious  fhall  be  each  Day,  difturb’d  each  Night,  V 
A  reftlefs  Shade  I’ll  ftill  be  in  thy  Sight ;  y 

And  thee  i’th’  Height  of  all  thy  Pleafures  fright.  j 
Heav’n,  what  do  1  feel ! - 

QUEEN. 

Oh,  does  the  Draught  fucceed  ! 

ARDELLAi- 
Madam,  great  Alcibiades  is  freed,- 

And  juft  is  entring. - 

QUEEN. 

- - Strait,  with  ftrifteft  Care 

Convey  her  in,  and  wait  my  Pleafure  there. 

[The  Murderers  lead  in  Timandrftj 
Sweet  Murder  !  Oh  no  Phyfic  is  fo  good 
For  th’  hopelefs  Lover  as  a  Bath  of  Blood. 

But  here  he  comes.! - — 

Enter  Alcibiades,. 

—Now  to  my  Griefs  again.  [Veils 

ALCIBIADES. 

It  makes  me  wonder  how  I  Freedom  gain; 

All  things  confus’d  and  in  Diforder  are, 
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How’s  this,  in  Mourning  Weeds  ?  unveil,  my  Fair. 
Hah,  not  Timandra  /  [Queen  unveils. 

QUE  EN. 

- - No,  Sir,  tho’  ’tis  one 

That  loves  as  nobly  as  Timandra  can. 

Or  could,  did  fire  yet  live,  but  fhe  is  dead. 

A  LCIE1ADES. 

How,  dead! - 

QUEEN. 

Yes ;  TiJJapberries  that  black  Deed  did  do,, 

Prompted  by  his  ignoble  Hate  to  you. 

But  you  will  wonder  more  when  I  fhall  tell. 

That  by  his  Hand  the  mighty  Agis  fell. 

The  King  is  flain,  both  I  and  Sparta  now 
Have  no  Hopes  left,  but  what  remain  in  you,; 

ALCIB  IADES. 

Tn  me!  alas!  I  am  a  Wretch  too  poor. 

* Timandra  dead  !  curl!  ever  be  the  Hour 
Wherein  fo  fair  an  Innocence  was  loll. 

Heav’n  juflly  now  may  of  its  Glories  boaft ; 

For  the  moll  bright  and  precious  Saint  that  e’er 
The  World  enjoy’d,  is  fled,  and  feated  there. 

QUEEN. 

Why  do  you  let  your  Griefs  diftraft  your  Soul  ? 

Call  up  your  Reafon,  and  let  Paflion  cool. 

See  here  a  Queen,  that  courts  you  with  the  Charms-  ■ 
Of  Love,  a  Crown,  and  Empire,  to  her  Arms : 

No  longer  for  Timandra  Sorrow  wear  ; 

I  will  fupply  all  you  have  loft  in  her  : 

I’ll  love  you  as  Ihe  did. 

A  L  C  IB  I  AD  E  S. 

——Oh,  Madam,  no ; 

To  love  like  heps  a  Talk  too  hard  for  you. 

Love  me  as  Ihe  did!  why,  each  Thought  Ihe  had' 

Of  me,  was  fuch,  might  make  an  Angel  glad. 
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For  Crowns,  tho’  Emp’ror  of  the  World  I  were. 

I’d  turn  a  Beggar  to  recover  her. 

Oh,  Madam,  tempt  no  further  ;  all’s  but  vain  ; 

I  ne?er  can  have  a  Thought  of  Love  again. 

QUE  E  N. 

Never  !■—  '■ 

ALC  I B  I  AD  E  S. 

No,  never  1  ■  —  - 

QUEEN. 

.  •■-Can  you  then  fo  foon 
Fbrget  your  Promife  ?  or  will  you  difown 
That  e’er,  if  you  Timandra  fhould  furvive. 

You  vow’d  you  only  for  my  fake  would  live? 

You  fee  how  Heaven  has  decreed 

ALC  IB  1  ABES. 

— - Alas  1 

I  then  the  Blefiing  knew,  but  not  the  Lofs ; 

Befides,  I  now  muft  die - 

QXJEEN. 

How,  Sir,  is’t  thus  my  proffer’d  Love  you  prize  ? 

ALC  IB  1 A  D  E  Si 
I  do  not  hate  you  ;  may  not  that  fuffice  ? 

QUEEN. 

Ungrateful,  no!  but  i’ll  reward  thy  Pride. 

Draw  back: - 

The  Scene  drawn,  difco-uers  Timandra  on  a  Conchy 
in  the  Miaji  of  her  Pains. 

—  ■■■  Go  Dotard  in,  enjoy  thy  Bride, 

And  know,  by  me  thy  lov’d  Titnandra  ; 

Yes,  cruel  Man,  by  me - 

TIMANDRA. 

——No,  Queen,  fhe  lives, 

And  ftill  to  all  thy  Rage  Defiance  gives. 

Do  I  behold  my  deareft  Lord  fo  nigh  !  [Spies  Alcib» 
Shall  i  again  fee  him  before  I  die  r 

ALC  I- 
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Befl:  Hopes  and  Comfort  of  my  Life,  I’m  here. 

How  fares  my  Love  ?- - 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Oh,  come  not,  come  not  near ; 

My  Blood’s  all  Fire,  Infection’s  in  each  Vein, 
And  Tyrant  Death  in  ev’ry  Part  does  reign; 

But  I  for  you  could  fuffer  much  more  Pain. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Kind  Heav’n  !  let  all  her  Pangs  upon  me  fall : 
And  add  ten  thoufand  more,  I’ll  bear  ’em  all,. 

Do  but  rellore  her  back.  Oh  curfed  Queen  ! 
What  Devil  arm’d  thee  to  fo  damn’d  a  Sin  ? 
Cou’dlt  thou  be  guilty  of  fo  foul  a  Deed  ? 

QUEEN. 

Yes,  I  did  do’t ;  by  me  the  King  too  bled 
Unworthy  Wretch  !  and  all  for  love  of  you; 

But  had  1  Pow’r  I  now  would  kill  thee  too. 

AL  C  IB  I  AD  E  S. 

Oh  do’t,  I’ll  blot  out  all  th’aft  done  before; 

And  never  call  thee  bafe,  nor  cruel  more. 

Here  is  my  Bread,  foon  the  kind  Work  begin,  • 
Advance  thy  Poniard,  fend  it  boldly  in, 
QUEEN. 

No,  thou  fhalt  live  for  harder  Defliny, 

But  firft  fhalt  fee  thy  dear  Timandra  die. 

AL  CIBIADE  S. 

Oh  Mifery  beyond  the  damn’d  beneath  ! 

Mult  I  not  happy  be  in  Life  nor  Death  ? 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Alas !  ceafe  your  ur.necelTary  >.  loan  ; 

I  find  my  Torments  quickly  will  be  gone. 

Tho’  1  could  wifh  they  might  to  Years  renew, 

So  1  might  ftill  be  bleit  with  feeing  you. 
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Now  the  black  Storms  of  Fate  are  all  blown  o’er, 

And  we  fhall  meet,  and  ne’er  be  parted  more. 

But  oh  farewel— —  [Dies 

ALCIBIADES. 

——My  dear  Timandra,  flay  ! 

Ah  precious  Soul,  fly  not  fo  foon  away  ! 

But  one  Look  more  ;  will  Death  have  no  Remorfe  f 
See,  ’tis  thy  Alcibiades  implores. 

But  oh  lhe’s  gone !  feize  there  that  Murderefs. 

QUEEN. 

- Nor 

Seize  me-!  ’tis  more  than  all  your  Camp  can  do  : 
Whoe’er  comes,  here’s  my  Guard  ;  alas,  mean  Fool. 

[Prefents  her  Dagger, 

My  Fate’s  a  thing  too  great  for  thee  to  rule ; 

There  lies  your  Conltancy.  [ Pointing  to  Timandra. 
[Alcibiades  files-  to  the  Queen,  and fnatches  the  Dagger 
from  her. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Infernal  -Hag ! 

Whofe  ev’ry  Breath  infedts,  each  Look’s  a  Plague  1 
Could  not  thy  Fury  on  my  Bofom  reft, 

But  thou  muli  wreak  thy  Vengeance  on  this  Breaft? 

To  murder  her! - curfe  on  me  that  I  ft  and 

Thus  idle  -T  now  thy  Heart— 

[Prefents  the  Dagger  to  her  Breaft. 
—But  oh  ’twould  brand 
My  Trophies  with  eternal  Infamy,. 

If  by  my  Hand  fo  bafe  a  Thing  fhould  die  r 
Her  Ills  fo  many,  and  fo  odious  are. 

They  would  difgrace  an  Executioner. 

Yet  I’d  do  fomething ;  oh  I  have’t,  I’ll  tear  [Ravinglj. 
Her  piece-meal  :■*—  but  Timandra' s  gone  too  far : 

[Mildly. 

Yonder 
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Yonder  fhe  mounts !  triumphant  Spirit  ftay  j 
See  where  the  Angels  bear  her  Soul  away  ! 

Now  all  the  Gods  will  grow  in  love  with  her  : 

And  I  lhall  meet  frelh  Troops  of  Rivals  there 

But  thus  I’ll  h'afte  and  follow—*  [Stabs  himftlfi 

- -Devil,  there - [‘ Throws  the  Dagger  to  the  Queen, 

Die,  if  thou  haft  Courage  enough  to  dare. 

But  oh ! 

A  heavy  Faintnefs  does  each  Senfe  furprize  : 

Yet  ere  I  clofe  up  thefe  unhappy  Fyes, 

Here  their  laft  duteous  Sorrows  they  lhall  pay, 

And  at  this  Objeft  melt  in  Tears  away. 

Bleft  tenter  of  my  Hopes !  in  whom  1  plac’d 
Too  choice,  too  pure  a  Happinefs  to  laft 
J  any  Lofs  lefs  than  thy  Death  had  griev’d  ; 

How  well  could  i  have  dy’d,  fo  thou  nadft  liv’d  ! 
Damn’d  Fiend  !  [To  the  Queen* 

But  oh  why  do  I  rave  at  her, 

That  have  fo  little  time  to  tarry  here  ? 

One  parting  Kifs,  and  then  in  Peace  I’ll  die  : 

[KiJJ'es  Timandra* 

Now,  farewel  World  ;  welcome  Eternity. 

Enter  Patroclus,  Lords,  and  Guards , 

P  AT R  O  C  L  US. 

Horror  of  Horrors !  this  was  a  difmal  Chance  ; 

Alas,  my  Friend  ! 

ALCIB  LADES. 

- Thy  ufelefs  Grief  refrain  ; ' 

Farewel*  we  lhall  hereafter  meet  again.  [Dies. 

P  AT  R  OCLUS. 

Guards,  feize  the  Queen - 

E  E  N. 

* - Seize  me,  rude  Slaves !  forbear. 

P  AT R O - 
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P  AT R  OCLUS. 

You  lhall  in  lhort  your  Accufation  hear. 

To  kill  the  King,  my  Father  firft  you  made 
Your  Property  ;  then  bafely  him  betray’d. 

Your  Woman  all  confeft,  and  by  the  Guard 
Is  now  fecur’d  to  a  more  juft  Reward. 

And  (tho’  too  late)  this  black  Defign  I  knew 
Yet-  all  your  Stratagems  are  ufelefs  now. 

Hence  with  the  Murderefs  to  Juftice. 

QUEEN. 

- Haiti 

Think  you  that  I" will  die  by  formal  Law  ? 

No,  when  I’m  dead  be  thus  my  Fame  fupply’d  } 

She  liv’d  a  Murd’refs,  and  a  Murd’refs  dy’d  : 

[Stats  berfelf.% 

Juftice  would  but  my  Happinefs  retard: 

Thus  I  defcend  below  to  a-Reward. 

I  lhall  be  Queen  of  Fate  :  The  Furies  there 
For  me  a  glorious  Crown  of  Snakes  prepare. 

J  long  to  be  in  State ;  my  Lords,  farewel : 

Now  noble  Charon  !  hoift  up  Sail  for  Hell.  [Dies* 

LORD. 

Her  Soul  is  lied — • 

PATROCLUS. 

— With  her  for  ever  die 
HerTreafons,  and  her  odious  Memory. 

But  whither  is  the  fair  Draxilla  gone  ? 

L  O  R  D. 

Diftrafted  at  the  Mifchiefs  that  are  done. 

She’s  fled  j  but  whither  is  to  all  unknown. 

PATROCLUS. 

Quickly  let  after  her  be  made  purfuit; 

I’ll  ranfack  all  the  World  to  find  her  out. 

Propitious  Heav’n  to  her  will  fure  be  kind. 


Enter 


$2  A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  SP. 

Enter  Lord. 

2  LORD. 

My  I  ord,  we  in  our  Notes  have  all  combin'd 
To  make  you  King ;  the  Camp,  with  Snouts  and  Cries 
Cf  Joy,  fend  their  loud  Wifhes  to  the  Skies. 

[Shouts  within.  Long  h-ve  Patroclus  King  of  Sparta. 

PJTROC  LVS. 

Go  bid  ’em  their  unwelcome  Noife  forbear  : 

Turn  all  their  ihouts  to  Sighs  of  Sorrow  here. 

[Turns  to  the  Rodief, 

TK’are  gone ;  and  with  ’em  ail  T  v.  ilh’d  to  keep, 

Now  I  could  almoft  turn  a  Boy  and  weep. 

My  Friend !  my  Miftrefs !  and  my  Father  loft  1 
Never  were  growing  Hopes  more  fadly  croft. 

Now  Fortune  has  her  utmoft  Malice  lhovvn. 

She’d  court  me  with  the  Flatt’ry  of  a  Crown  : 

A  thing  fo  far  beneath  thofe  Joys  I  mifs, 

’Tis  but  the  Shadow  of  a  Happinefs. 

For  how  uneafily  on  Thrones  they  fit. 

That  like  me,  be  wretched  to  be  great. 

[ Exeunt  OMJltr, 


E  FI- 


epilogue. 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  Mary  Lee . 


liTO  W  who  Jays  Poets  don't  in  Blood  delight  ? 

^ '  ’7?/  true,  the  Varlcts  care  not  much  to  fight ; 

But  'faith  they  claw  it  off  whene'er  they  write  ; 

Are  Bully-Rocks  not  ef  the  common  Size  ; 

Kill  ye  Men  /after  than  Domitian  Flies, 

Ours  made  fuch  Havock  that  the  Jilly  Rogue 
Was  forc'd  to  make  me  rife  for  th'  Epilogue. 

'The  Fop  damn'd  me,  but  ere  to  Hell  1  go, 

I'd  very  fain  be  fatisfy'd  if  you 

Think  it  not  juft  that  he  were  ferns' d  fo  too. 

As  he  hath  yours,  do  you  his  Hopes  beguile ; 

You've  been  in  Purgatory  all  this  while. 

- Then  damn  him  down  to  fft’ll,  and  never  /pare ; 
perhaps  he'll  fnd  more  Favour  there  than  here  ; 
flay  of  the  two  may  chufe  the  much  lefs  Evil ; 

Jf  you  re  but  good  when  pleas'd,  ev’n  fa's  the  Devil 


r-  c  4-  • 

r  ■ 


Don  CARLOS, 

Prince  of  SPAIN, 

A 

tragedy. 


-prinripibus  placuijfe  ‘virls  non  ultima,  laus  efi.  Hor. 


To  his  Royal  Highnefs  the 


duke. 


S  I  R, 

an  approved  Opinion,  There 
|  T  g  is  not  fo  unhappy  a  Creature  in 
t^ie  World,  as  the  Man  that  wants 
Ambition :  For  certainly  he  lives  to  very 
little  Ufe  that  only  toils  in  the  fame  Round, 
and  beeaufe  he  knows  where  he  is,  tho’  in  a 
dirty  Road,  dares  not  venture  on  a  fmoother 
Path  for  fear  of  being  loft.  That  I  am 
not  the  Wretch  I  condemn,  your  Royal 
Vol.  I.  F  High- 


DEDICATION. 

Highnefs  may  be  fufficiently  convinc’d,  in 
that  I  durfc  prefume  to  put  this  Poem  under 
your  Patronage.  My  Motives  to  it  were 
not  ordinary  :  For,  befides  my  own  Propen- 
fity  to  take  any  Opportunity  of  publifhing 
the  extreme  Devotion  I  owe  your  Royal 
Highnefs,  the  mighty  Encouragement  I 
received  from  your  Approbation  of  it  when 
prefented  on  the  Stage,  was  Hint  enough  to 
let  me  know  at  whofe  Feet  it  ought  to  be 
laid.  Yet  whi'.ft  I  do  this,  I  am  fenfible  the 
curious  World  will  exped  fome  Panegyric 
on  thofe  heroic  Virtues,  which  are  through¬ 
out  it  fo  much  admir’d.  But  as  they  are  a 
Theme  too  great  for  my  Undertaking,  fo 
only  to  endeavour  at  the  Truth  of  them  muft, 
in  the  diftance  between  my  Obfcurity  and 
their  Height,  favour  of  a  Flattery,  which  in 
your  Royal  Highnefs’s  Efteem  I  would  not 
be  thought  guilty  of:  Tho’  in  that  part  of 
them  which  relates  to  myfelf  {viz.  your 
Favours  fhower’d  on  a  Thing  fo  mean  as  I 
am)  I  know  not  how  to  be  filent.  For  you 
v/ere  not  only  fo  indulgent  as  to  bellow  your 

Praife 


DEDICATION. 

f*raife  on  this,  but  even  (beyond  my  Hopes) 
to  declare  in  favour  of  my  firft  EiTay  of  this 
Nature,  and  add  yet  the  Encouragement  of 
your  Commands  to  go  forward,  when  I  had 
the  Honour  to  kifs  your  Royal  Highnefs’s 
Hand,  in  token  of  your  Permifllon  to  make 
a  Dedication  to  you  of  the  fecond.  I  muft 
confefs,  and  boaft,  I  am  very  proud  of  it  ; 
and  it  were  enough  to  make  me  more,  were 
I  not  fenfible  how  far  I  am  undderving.  Yet 
when  I  confider  you  never  give  your  Favours 
precipitately,  but  that  it  is  a  certain  Sign  of 
fome  Defert  when  you  vouchfafe  to  promote : 
I,  who  have  terminated  my  befl  Hopes  in  it, 
fhould  do  wrong  to  your  Goodnefs,  ihould  I 
not  let  the  World  know,  my  Mind,  as  well 
as  my  Condition  is  rais’d  by  it.  I  am  certain 
none  that  know  your  Royal  Highnefs  will 
difapprove  my  afpiring  to  the  Service  of  fo 
great  and  fo  good  a  Mailer  j  One  who  (as  is 
apparent  to  all  thofe  who  have  the  Honour 
to  be  near  you,  and  know  you  by  that  Title) 
never  rais’d  without  Merit,  or  difcounte- 
nanc’d  without  Juftice.  It  is  that  indeed 

E  2  obliging 


DEDICATION. 


obliging  Severity  which  has  in  all  Men 
created  an  awful  Love  and  Refpedt  to¬ 
wards  you  ;  fince  in  the  firmnefs  of  your 
Refolution  the  brave  and  good  Man  is  fure 
of  you,  whilit  the  ill-minded  and  malignant 
fears  you.  This  I  could  not  pafs  over,  and  I 
hope  your  Royal  Highnefs  will  pardon  it, 
fince  it  is  unaffectedly  my  zeal  to  you,  who 
am  in  nothing  fo  unfortunate,  as  that  I  have 
.  not  a  better  Opportunity  to  let  you  and  the 
World  know  how  much  I  am, 


Tour  Royal  Highnefs's 


moji  humble ,  moft  faithful 

i  i  T 

end  moji  obedient  Servant, 


Tho.  Otway. 


THE 

PREFACE. 


READER , 

FMW?  not  that  I  have  any  great  Affe&ion  to 
^  ,-p  ^  Scribbling,  that  I  pefter  thee  with  a  Pre- 
^  face  ;  for  amongft  Friends,  it  is  almoft  as 
Poor  a  T rade  with  Poets,  as  it  is  with 
thole  that  write  Hackney  under  Attornies,  it  will 
hardly  keep  us  in  Ale  and  Cheefe  Honeft  Arlojio 
began  to  be  fenfible  of  it  in  bis  Time,  who  makes 
his  Complaint  to  this  Purpofe  ; 

I -pity  thofe  who  in  thefe  latter  Days 

Do  write ,  when  Bounty  hath  Jhut  up  her  Gate  : 

Where  Day  and  Night  in  vain  good  Writers  knock , 

And for  their  Labours  oft  have  but  a  Mock. 

Thus  I  find  it  according  to  Sir  John  Harrington' ’6 
Tranllation  ;  had  I  understood  Italian  I  would  have 
given  it  thee  in  the  Original,  but  that  is  not  my 
Talent;  therefore  to  proceed  :  This  Play  was  the 
fecond  that  ever  I  writ,  or  thought  of  writing.  I 
muft  confefs,  I  had  often  a  Titillation  to  Poetry, 
but  never  durft  venture  on  my  Mufe,  till  I  got  her 
into  a  Corner  in  the  Country  ;  and  then,  like  a 
bafhful  young  Lover,  when  l  had  her  in  private  I 

F  3  had 
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had  Courage  to  fumble,  but  never  thought  fhe 
would  have  produc’d  any  thing  ;  till  at  laft,  I  know 
not  how,  ere  I  was  aware,  I  found  myfelf  Father 
of  a  Dramatic  Birth,  which  I  called  Alcibiades :  But 
I  might,  without  Offence  to  any  Perfon  in  the  Play, 
as  well  have  call’d  it  Nebuchadnezzar ;  for  my  Hero, 
to  do  him  right,  was  none  of  that  fqueamifh  Gen¬ 
tleman  I  make  him,  but  would  as  little  have  boggled 
at  obliging  the  Paffion  of  a  young  and  beau¬ 
tiful  Lady,  as  I  (hould  myfelf,  had  I  the  fame  Op¬ 
portunities,  which  I  have  given  him.  This  I  pub- 
lifft  to  antedate  the  Obje&ions  fome  People  may 
make  againft  that  Play,  who  have  been  (and  much 
good  may  it  do  ’em)  very  fevere,  as  they  think, 
upon  this.  Whoever  they  are,  I  am  fure  I  never 
difobliged  them  ;  nor  have  they  (thank  my  good 
Fortune)  much  injur’d  me :  In  the  mean  while  I 
forgive  ’em,  and  fince  I  am  out  of  the  reach  on’t, 
leave  ’em  to  chew  the  Cud  on  their  own  Venom.  I 
am  well  fatisfy’d  I  had  the  greateft  Party  of  Men  of 
Wit  and  Senfe  on  my  Side ;  amongft  which  I  can 
never  enough  acknowledge  the  unfpeakable  Obliga¬ 
tions  I  receiv’d  from  the  Earl  of  R .  who,  far  above 
what  I  am  ever  able  to  deferve  from  him,  feem’d 
almofr  to  make  it  his  Bufinefs,  to  eftablifh  it  in  the 
good  Opinion  of  the  King  and  his  Royal  Highnefs  j 
from  both  of  whom  I  have  fince  receiv’d  Confirma¬ 
tion  of  their  good  liking  of  it,  and  Encouragement 
to  proceed.  And  it  is  to  him,  I  muff  in  all  Grati¬ 
tude  confefs,  I  owe  the  greateft  part  of  my  good 
Succefs  in  this,  and  on  whofe  Indulgency  I  ex¬ 
tremely  build  my  Hopes  of  a  next,  I  dare  not  pre¬ 
fume  to  take  to  myfelf  what  a  great  many,  and 
thofe  (I  am  fure)  of  good  Judgment  too,  have  been 


PREFACE. 

fo  kind  to  afford  me,  (viz.  That  it  is  the  beft  He¬ 
roic  Play  that  has  been  written  of  late ;  for,  I 
thank  Heav’n,  I  am  yet  not  fo  vain.  But  this  I  may 
modeftly  boaft  of,  which  the  Author  of  the  French 
Bernice  has  done  before  me,  in  his  Preface  to  that 
Play,  that  it  never  fail’d  to  draw  Tears  from  the 
Eyes  of  the  Auditors  j  I  mean,  thofe  whofe  Souls 
were  capable  of  fo  noble  a  Pleafure  ;  for  it  was  not 
my  Bufinefs  to  take  fuch  as  only  come  to  a  Play- 
houfe  to  fee  Farce-fools,  and  laugh  at  their  own 
deformed  Pictures.  Tho’  a  certain  Writer,  that 
fhall  be  namelefs,  (but  you  may  guefs  at  him  by 
■what  follows)  being  afk’d  his  Opinion  of  this  Play, 
very  gravely  cock’d,  and  cry’d,  1  gad  he  knew  not  a 
Line  in  it  he  would  be  Author  of.  But  he  is  a  fine  fa¬ 
cetious  witty  Ferfon,  as  my  Friend  Sir  Formal  has 
it  ;  and  to  be  even  with  hit  r,  1  know  a  Comedy  of 
his,  that  has  not  fomuch  as  a  Quibble  in  it  which 
1  would  be  Author  of.  And  fo,  Reader,  I  hid  him 
and  thee 


FarewcL 
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WHE  N fir  ft  our  Author  took  this  Play  in  hand, 
He  doubted  much,  and  long  was  at  a  Jland. 
lie  knew  the  Fame  and  Memory  of  Kings 
Were  to  be  treated  of  as  facred  Things. 

Not  as  they're  reprefented  in  this  Age , 

(Fhere  they  appear  the  Lumber  of  the  Stage  ! 

Us'd  only  juft  for  reconciling  Tools, 

Or  what  is  worfe,  made  Villains  all,  or  Fools *■ 

Brftdes,  the  Char  abler  s  he  Jhows  to-night, 

He  found  were  very  difficult  to  write  : 

He  found  the  Fame  of  France  and  Spain  at  ftake, 
Therefore  long  paus'd,  and  fear'd  which  Part  to  take  } 
Till  this  his  Judgment  fafeft  underftotd. 

To  make  'em  both  Heroic  as  he  cou'd. 

But  now  the  greateft  Stop  was  yet  unpaft. 

He  found  himfelf  alas  !  confin'd  too  faft. 

He  is  a  Man  of  Pleafure,  Sirs,  like  you. 

And  therefore  hardly  could  to  Buftinefs  bow. 

Till  at  the  laft  he  did  this  Conqueft  get. 

To  make  his  Pleafure  Whetftone  to  his  Wit, 

So  fomctimes  for  Variety  he  writ. 

But  as  thofe  Block-heads,  who  difcourfe  by  rote. 
Sometimes  fpeak  Senfe  altko'  they  rarely  know't ; 
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So  he  fcarce  knew  to  what  his  Work  would  grow., 
But  ’twas  a  Play,  hecaufe  it  would  be  J'o  : 

Yet  well  he  knows  this  is  a  weak  Pretence , 

For  Idlenefs  is  the  worjl  want  of  Senfe . 

Let  him  not  now  of  C.areleffnefs  be  tax'd. 

He'll  write  in  earnejt,  when  he  writes  the  next  : 
Mean  while - 

Prune  his  fuperfuous  Branches,  never  fpare  ; 

Yet  do  it  kindly,  be  not  too  fevere. 

He  may  bear  better  Fruit  another  Year, 


F.> 


Drama  tie 


Dramatis  Perfonsc-. 

MEN. 


Philip  II.  King  of  Spain, 

Mr.  Betterton , 

Don  Carlos,  his  Son, 

Mr.  Smith. 

Don  John  of  Aujlria , 

Mr.  Harris., 

Marquis  of  Pofa,  the  Prince’s  Confident, 

Mr.  Crojby. 

%ui-Gomez , 

Mr.  Medburn,, 

Officer  of  the  Guards, 

Mr.  Norris. 

WOMEN, 

Queen  of  Spain, 

Mrs.  Mary  Lee. 

Dutchefs  of  Eloli,  Wife  to  R.  Gomez, 

Mrs.  Shadsuiell. 

Henrietta, 

Mrs.  Gills. 

Garda, 

Mrs.  Gill ony. 

Don  CARLOS, 

PRINCE  of  SPAIN. 


A  C  T  I.  SCENE!. 

SCENE,  a  Palace  Royal. 

The  Curtain  drawn ,  di/covers  the  King  and  £hteen 
attended ,  Don  Carlos,  the  Marquis  of  Pofa, 
Rui-Gomez,  fcfr.  Eboli,  Henrietta,  Garcia, 
Attendants ,  Guards. 


KING. 

0$f^Appy  the  Monarch,  on  whofe  Brows  no  Cares 
Add  Weight  to  the  bright  Diadem  he  wears ; 
W  “  w  Like  me  in  all  that  he  can  wilh  for,  bleit. 

Vf  RenownandLovethegentleftCalmsof  Reft,  f 

And  Peace,  adorn  my.  Brow,  enrich  my  f 
Breaft. 

To  me  great  Nations  tributary  are ; 

Tho’  whilll  my  vaft  Dominions  fpread  fo  far  ;  > 

Where  moll  i  reign,  I  mud  pay  Homage  here.  S 

f  To  the  Queen. 

F  6  Ap- 


io8  Don  Carlos, 

Approach  bright  Miftrefs  of  my  pureft  Vows  :  ^ 

Nor  fhow  me  him  that  more  Religion  owes  C 

To  Heav’n,  or  to  its  Altars  more  devoutly  bows.  j 
Don  CARLOS. 

So  Merchants,  call  upon  fome  favage  Coaft, 

Are  forc’d  to  fee  their  deareft  Treafures  loft. 

Curfe  !  What’s  Obedience  ?  A  falfe  Notion  made  J 
By Priefts,\vho\vhen theyfoundoldLheatsdecay’d,  £  Aylde. 
By  fuch  new  Arts  kept  up  declining  Trade.  j 
A  Father  ?  Oh  ! - 

KING. 

—  Why  does  my  Carlos  Ihroud 
His  Joy,  and  when  all’s  Sunfliine  wear  a  Cloud  ? 
toy  Json,  thus  for  thy  Glory  I  provide; 

From  this  fair  Charmer,  and  our  Royal  Bride, 

Shall  fuch  a  noble  Race  of  Heroes  fpring. 

As  may  adorn  the  Court  when  thou  art  Ring. 

Don  CARLOS. 

A  greater  Glory  I  can  never  know. 

Than  what  already  I  enjoy  in  you. 

The  brighteft  Ornaments  of  Crowns  and  Pow’rs 
I  only  can  admire,  as  they  are  yours. 

KING. 

Heav’n  !  how  he  Hands  unmov’d  !  not  the  leaft  fhew 
Cf  Tranfport. 

Don  CARLOS. 

- Not  admire  your  Happinefs  ?  I  d# 

As  much  admire  it  as  I  rev’rence  you. 

Let  me  exprefs  the  mighty  Joy  1  feel. 

Thus,  Sir,  IpaymyDuty  when  1  kneel.  [Kneels  to  the  Queen. 

QUEEN. 

How  hard  it  is  his  Pallion  to  confine  ! 

I’m  fure  'tis  fo,  if  I  may  judge  by  mine.  [Afide. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  y’are  too  obfequious  now.  [To  Carlos. 

Don. 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  !  might  I  but  enjoy  this  Pleafure  ftill. 

Here  would  I  worlhip  and  for  ever  kneel. 

QUEEN. 

’Fore  Heaven,  my  Lord  !  you  know  not  what  you  do. 
KING. 

Still  there  appears  Difturbance  on  his  Brow  ; 

And  in  his  Looks  an  Earneftnefs  I  read. 

Which  from  no  common  Caufes  can  proceed.  [AJldt. 
I’ll  probe  him  deep  — — 

- When,  when,  my  deareft  Joy,  [ T ■>  the  Queen. 

Shall  I  the  mighty  Debt  of  Love  defray  ? 

Hence  to  Love’s  fecret  Temple  let’s  retire, 

There  on  his  Altars  kindle  th’  am’rous  Fire,  > 

Then  Phcenix-like  each  in  the  Flame  expire.  J 

Still  he  is  fix’d  [Looking  on  Don  Carlos. 

— Gomez,  obferve  the  Prince.  [To  Rui-Gomez. 

Yet  fmile  on  me,  my  charming  Excellence. 

Virgins  lhould  only  Fears  and  Blufhes  ihow ; 

But  you  muft  lay  afide  that  Title  now. 

The  Dodlrine  which  I  preach,  by  Heav’n,  is  good  : 

Oh,  the  impetuous  Sallies  of  my  Blood  ! 

QUEEN. 

To  what  unwelcome  Joys  I’m  forc’d  to  yield  ? 

Now  Fate  her  utmoft  Malice  has  fulfill’d. 

Carlos,  farewel;  for  fince  1  muft  fubmit— — 

KING. 

Now  wing’d  with  Rapture  let  us  fly,  my  Sweet. 

My  Son,  all  Troubles  from  thy  Brealt  refign. 

And  let  thy  Father’s  Happinefs  be  thine. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Queen  attended. 
Don  CARLOS. 

What  King,  what  God  would  not  his  Pow’r  forego, 
T’enjoy  fo  much  Divinity  below  1 
Didft  thou  behold  her,  P^aP 


ROSA. 


I, io-  Don  Carlos, 

POS  A. 

Sir,  I  did. 

Don  CARLOS. 

And  is  ihe  not  a  fweet-one  ?  Such  a  Bride  ! 

O  Po/a,  once  {he  was  decreed  for  mine  : 

Once  I  had  hopes  of  Blifs.  Hadft  thou  but  feen 
How  bleft,  how  proud  I  was  if  I  could  get 
But  leave  to  lie  a  Proftrate  at  her  Feet, 

Ev’n  with  a  Look  I  could  my  Pains  beguile ; 

Nay  (he  in  pity  too  would  fometimes  fmile  ; 

Till  at  the  laft  my  Vows  fuccefsful  prov’d. 

And  one  Day  fighing  fhe  confefs’d  Ihe  lov’d. 

Oh  !  then  I  found  no  Limits  to  our  Joy, 

With  Eyes  thus  languilhing  we  look’d  all  Day; 

So  vigorous  and  ftrong  we  darted  Beams, 

Our  meeting  Glances  kindled  into  Flames ; 

Nothing  we  found  that  promis’d  not  Delight*  1 
For  when  rude  Shades  depriv’d  us  of  the  Light,  > 
As  we  had  gaz’d  all  Day,  we  dreamt  all  Night.  J 
But  after  all  theft:  Labours  undergone, 

A  cruel  Father  thus  deftroys  his  ton  ; 

In  their  full  Height  my  choiceft  Hopes  beguiles. 

And  robs  me  of  the  Fruit  of  all  my  Toils. 

My  deareft  Po/a,  thou  wert  ever  kind  ; 

Bring  thy  belt  Counfel,  and  dirett  my  Mind* 

Enter  Gomez, 

R  UI-GOMEZ . 

Still  he  is  here - My  Lord. 

Don  CARLOS. 

- Your  Bufinefs  now? 

R  UI-G  OMEZ. 

I’ve  with  Concern  beheld  your  clouded  Brow. 

Ah  !  tho’  y’ave  loft  a  Beauty  well  might  make 
Your  ftri&eft  Honour  and  your  Duty  {hake, 

Let 
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Let  not  a  Father’s  Ills  mifguide  your  Mind, 

But  be  obedient,  tho’  he’s  prov’d  unkind. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Hence,  Cynic,  to  dutl  Slaves  thy  Morals  teach, 

I  have  no  Leifure  now  to  hear  thee  preach  : 

Still  you’ll  ufurp  a  Power  o’er  my  Will,. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Sir,  you  my  Services  interpret  ill ; 

Nor  need  it  be  fo  foon  forgot  that  I 
Have  been  your  Guardian  from -your  Infancy. 

When  to  my  Charge  committed,  1  alone 
Jnftru&ed  you  how  to  expeft  a  Crown  ; 

Taught  you  Ambition,  and  War’s  nobleft  Am. 

How  to  lead  Annies,  and  to  conquer  Hearts ; 

Whilft,  tho’  but  young - 

You  would  with  Fleafure  read  of  Sieges  got. 

And  fmile  to  hear  of  bloody  Battels  fought : 

And  hill,  tho’  not  controul,  I  may  advife. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Alas,  thy  Pride  wears  a  too  thin  Difguife  ; 

Too  well  I  know  the  Falfhood  of  thy  Sou], 

Which  to  my  Father  render’d  me  fo  foul. 

That  hardly  as  his  Son  a  Smile  I’ve  known. 

But  always  as  a  Traitor  met  his  Frown. 

My  forward  Honour  was  Ambition  call’d  : 

Or  if  my  Friends  my  early  Fame  extoll’d. 

You  damp’d  my  Father’s  Smiles  ftill  as  they  fprung, 
Perfuading  I  repin’d  he  liv’d  too  long. 

So  all  my  Hopes  by  you  were  fruftrate  made. 

And,  robb’d  ofSun-fhine,  wither’d  in  the  Shade. 
Whilft,  my  Good  Patriot !  you  difpos’d  the  Crown 
Out  of  my  Reach,  to  have  it  in  your  own. 

But  i’ll  prevent  your  Policy— 
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Don  Carlos, 
RUI-GOMEZ. 

———My  Lord, 

This  Accufation  is  unjuft  and  hard. 

The  King,  your  Father,  would  not  fo  upbraid 
My  Age  :  Is  all  my  Service  thus  repaid  ? 

But  I  will  hence,  and  let  my  Mafter  hear 
How  generoufly  you  reward  my  Care  ; 

Who  on  my  juft  Complaint,  1  doubt  not,  will 
At  leaft  redrefs  the  Injuries  I  feel.  [Exit  Gomex, 

POS  A. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  you  too  feverely  urge 
Your  Fate,  his  Int’reft  with  the  King  is  large. 

Beftdes,  you  know  he  has  already  feen 
The  Tranfports  of  your  Palhon  for  the  Queen, 

The  Ufe  he  may  of  that  Advantage  make 
You  ought  at  leaft  t’avoid,  but  for  her  fake. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Ah  !  my  dear  Friend,  th’aft  touch’d  my  tender’ll  Part  $ 
I  never  yet  learn’d  the  dilfembling  Art. 

Go,  call  him  back,  tell  him  that  i  implore 
His  Pardon,  and  will  ne’er  offend  him  more. 

The  Queen  !  kind  Heav’n,  make  her  thy  neareft  Care* 
O  !  fly,  o’ertake  him  ere  he  goes  too  far.  [ Exit  Pofa. 
How  are  we  bandy’d  up  and  down  by  Fate  ? 

By  fo  much  more  unhappy  as  w’are  great. 

A  Prince,  and  Heir  to  Spain' s  great  Monarch  born, 

I’m  forc’d  to  court  a  Slave  whom  moft  I  fcorn ; 

Who  like  a  Bramble  ’monglt  a  Cedar’s  Boughs, 

Vexes  his  Peace  under  whole  Shades  he  grows. 

Now  he  returns :  Aftift  me,  Fallhood, - down, 

1  hou  Rebel  Pafiion - — 

R.e-etiter  Rui-Gomez  and  Posa. 

Sir,  I  fear  I’ve  done  [Ys  R.  Gomez. 

Yob 
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You  wrong  ;  but  if  I  have,  you  can  forgive. 

Heav’n !  can  I  do  this  abjeft  thing,  and  live  ?  [Afide* 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Ah,  my  good  Lord,  it  makes  too  large  amends. 
When  to  his  Vaffal  thus  a  Prince  defcends ; 

Tho’  it  was  fomething  rigid,  and  unkind, 

T’upbraid  your  faithful  Servant  and  your  Friend. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Alas,  no  more ;  all  Jealoufies  lhall  ceafe,  J 

Between  us  two,  let  there  be  henceforth  Peace. 

So  may  juft  Heav’n  alfift  me  when  I  fue. 

As  I  to  Gomez  always  will  be  true. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Stay,  Sir,  and  for  this  mighty  Favour  take 
All  the  Return  Sincerity  can  make. 

Bleft  in  your  Father’s  Love,  as  I’m  in  yours, 

May  not  one  Fear  difturb  your  happy  Hours  : 

Crown’d  with  Succefs  may  all  your  Willies  be. 

And  you  ne’er  find  worfe  Enemies  than  me. 

[Exeunt  D.  Car.  and  Pofa# 
Nor,  fplght  of  all  his  Greatnefs,  lhall  he  need : 

Of  too  long  Date  his  Ruin  is  decreed. 

Spain's  early  Hopes  of  him  have  been  my  Fears  | 
’Twas  I  the  Charge  had  of  his  tender  Years, 

And  read  in  all  the  Progrefs  of  his  Growth, 

An  untam’d,  haughty,  hot  and  furious  Youth  ; 

A  Will  unruly,  and  a  Spirit  wild  ; 

At  all  my  Precepts  ftill  with  Scorn  he  fmil’d. 

Or  when,  by  th’  Power  1  from  his  Father  had, 

Any  Reftraint  was  on  his  Pleafures  laid, 

Ulher’d  with  Frowns  on  me  his  Soul  would  rife. 

And  threaten  future  Vengeance  from  his  Eyes. 

But  now  to  all  my  Fears  1  bid  adieu  ; 

For,  Prince,  I’ll  humble  both  your  Fate  and  you. 


Here 
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Here  comes  the  Star  by  whom  my  Courfe  I  fleer. 

Enter  E  a  o  i  u 
Welcome,  my  Love  ■ 

EBOLI. 

My  Lord,  why  flay  you  here, 
Loflng  the  Pleafure  of  this  happy  Night  ? 

When  all  the  Court  are  melting  in  Delight, 

You  toil  with  the  dull  Bus’nefs  of  the  State. 

RUI-GOMEZ . 

Only,  my  Fair  One,  how  to  make  thee  Great. 

Thou  tak’ft  up  all  the  Bus’nefs  of  my  Heart, 

And  only  to  it  Pleafures  can’ll  impart. 

Say,  fay,  my  Goddefs,  when  (hall  1  be  bleft  i 
It  is  an  Age  fince  I  was  happy  lait. 

EBOLI. 

My  Lord,  I  come  not  hither  now  to  hear 
Your  Love,  but  offer  fomething  to  your  Ear. 

If  you  have  well  obferv’d,  you  mull  have  feen 
To  Day  fome  llrange  Diforders  in  the  Queen. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Yes,  fuch  as  youthful  Brides  do  Hill  expreft. 
Impatient  Longings  for  the  Happinefs. 

Approaching  Joys  will  fo  dillurb  the  Soul, 

As  Needles  always  tremble  near  the  Pole. 

EBOLI. 

Come,  come,  my  Lord,  feem  not  fo  blind  ;  too  well 
I’ve  feen  the  Wrongs  which  you  from  Carlos  feel  ; 
And  know  your  Judgment  is  too  good,  to  lofe 
Advantage,  where  you  may  fo  fafely  choofeu 
Say  now,  if  I  inform  you,  how  you  may 
With  full  Revenge  all  your  pail  Wrongs  repay. 
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RULGOMEZ. 

Bleft  Oracle !  fpeak  how  it  may  be  done  : 

My  Will,  my  Life,  my  Hopes  are  all  thy  own. 

E  BO  LI. 

Hence  then,  and  with  your  ftrifteft  Cunning  try 
What  of  the  Queen  and  Prince  fou  can  defcry ; 

What  ev’ry  Look,  each  quick  and  fubtle  Glance ; 

Then  we’ll  from  all  produce  fuch  Circumftance 
As  lhall  the  King’s  new  Jealoufy  advance. 

Nay,  Sir,  I’ll  try  what  mighty  Love  you  fhew  : 

Jf  you  will  make  me  great,  begin  it  now. 

How,  Sir,  d’ye  Hand  conlidering  what  to  do  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

No  ;  but  methinks  I  view  from  hence  a  King, 

A  Queen,  and  Prince,  three  goodly  Flov/ers  fpring  ; 
Whilft  on  ’em  like  a  fubtle  Bee  I’ll  prey, 

Till  fo  their  Strength  and  Virtue  drawn  away. 
Unable  to  recover,  each  lhall  droop. 

Grow  pale,  and  fading  hang  his  wither’d  Top  : 

Then  fraught  with  Thyme  triumphant  back  I’ll  come. 
And  unlade  all  the  preciousSweets  athome  [£*/7Gomez. 

E  BOLL 

In  thy  fond  Policy,  blind  Fool,  go  on, 

And  make  what  hafte  thou  canft  to  be  undone, 

Whilft  I  have  nobler  Bus’nefs  of  my  own. 

Was  I  bred  up  in  Greatnefs  ?  Have  I  been 
Nurtur’d  with  glorious  Hopes  to  be  a  Queen  ? 

Made  Love  my  Study,  and  with  practis’d  Charms 
Prepar’d  myfelf  to  meet  a  Monarch’s  Arms ; 

At  laft  to  be  condemn’d  to  the  Embrace 
Of  one,  whom  Nature  made  to  her  Difgrace  ; 

An  old,  imperfedl,  feeble  Dotard,  who 
Can  only  tell  (alas  !)  what  he  would  do  ? 

On  him  to  throw  away  my  Youth  and  Bloom, 

As  Jewels  that  are  loft  t’enrich  a  Tomb  i 

No, 
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No,  tho’  all  Hopes  are  in  a  Hu/band  dead. 
Another  Path  to  Happinefs  I’ll  tread  ; 
Elfewhere  find  Joys  which  I’m  in  him  deny’d  : 
Yet,  while  he  can,  let  the  Slave  ferve  my  Pride. 
Still  I’ll  in  Pleafure  live,  in  Glory  Ihine, 

The  gallant,  youthful  Aujiria  fhall  be  mine  : 
To  him  with  all  my  Force  of  Charms  I’ll  move. 
Let  others  toil  for  Greataefs  whilft  I  love. 


[Exit* 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE  I, 


SCENE,  yin  Orange  Grove . 

Enter  Don  John  of  Austria. 

Don  JOHN. 

H  Y  Ihould  dull  Law  rule  Nature,  who  fird  made 
That  Law  by  which  herfelf  is  now  betray’d  ? 
Ere  Man’s  Corruptions  made  him  wretched,  he 
Was  born  mod  Noble  that  was  born  mod  Free  : 

Each  of  himfelf  was  Lord,  and  unconfin’d. 

Obey’d  the  Di&ates  of  his  God-like  Mind. 

Law  was  an  Innovation  brought  in  fince. 

When  Fools  began  to  love  Obedience, 

And  call’d  their  Slavery  Safety  and  Defence. 

My  Glorious  Father  got  me  in  his  Heat, 

When  all  he  did  was  eminently  Great : 

When  warlike  Jielgia  felt  his  conqu’ring  Pow’r, 

And  the  proud  Germans  own’d  him  Emperor. 

Why  Ihould  it  be  a  Stain  then  on  my  Blood, 

Recaufe  I  came  not  in  the  common  Road, 

But  born  obfcure,  and  fo  more  like  a  God  ? 

No  ;  tho’  this  Diadem  another  wear. 

At  lead  to  all  his  Pleafares  I’ll  be  Heir. 

Here  I  Ihould  meet  my  Eboli,  my  Fair. 

Enter  Eboli. 

She  comes  ;  as  the  bright  Cyprian  Goddefs  moves. 
When  loofe,  and  in  her  Chariot  drawn  by  Doves, 

She  rides  to  meet  the  warlike  God  Ihe  loves. 
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E  BOLI. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  you  know  not  with  what  Fear 
And  Hazard  1  am  come  to  meet  you  here. 

Don  JO  H  N. 

O  banilh  it :  Lovers  like  us  fhould  fly. 

And  mounted  by  their  Wilhes  foar  on  high. 

Where  fofteit  Ecftafles  and  Tranfports  are, 

While  Fear  alone  difhirbs  the  lower  Air.  I 

EBOLI.  f 

But  who  is  fafe  when  Eyes  are  ev’ry  where  ?  J 
Or  if  we  could  with  happieft  Secrefy 
Enjoy  thefe  Sweets,  oh,  whither  fhall  we  fly 
T’efcape  that  Sight  whence  we  can  nothing  hide  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

Alas,  lay  this  Religion  now  afide ; 

I’ll  (hew  thee  one  more  pleafant,  that  which  Jove  1 

Set  forth  to  the  old  World,  when  from  above  > 

He  came  himfelf,  and  taught  his  Mortals  Love.  j 

EBOLI. 

Will  nothing  then  quench  your  unruly  Flame  ? 

My  Lord,  you  might  confider  who  1  am. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  know  y’are  her  I  love,  what  fhould  I  more 
Regard  ? - 

EBOLI. 

—  -  -By  Heav’n,  he’s  brave  —  [ AJide . 

— But  can  fo  poor 

A  Thought  poflefs  your  Breaft,  to  think  that  I 
Will  brand  my  Name  with  Lull  and  Infamy  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

Thofe  who  are  noblefl:  born  fhould  higher  prize 
Love’s  Sweets.  Oh  !  let  me  fly  into  thofe  Eyes  ! 
There’s  fomething  in  ’em  leads  my  Soul  aftray  : 

As  he  who  in  a  Necromancer’s  Giafs 
Beholds  his  wifh’d-for  Fortune  by  him  pafs, 

Yet 
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Yet  (till  with  greed/  Eyes— — — 

Purfues  the  Vifion  as  it  glides  away. 

EBOLI. 

Proteft  me,  Heaven,  I  dare  no  longer  ftay ; 

Your  Looks  fpeak  Danger :  I  feel  fomething  too 
That  bids  me  fly,  yet  will  not  let  me  go.  [ Half  afide. 

Don  JOHN. 

Take  Vows  and  Pray’rs  if  ever  I  prove  falfe  ; 

See  at  your  Feet  the  humble  Aujiria  falls.  [ Kneels . 

EB  O  LI. 

Rife,  rife, -  [Auftria  rifes . 

My  Lord,  why  would  you  thus  deceive  ?  [Sight. 

Don  JOHN. 

How  many  ways  to  wound  me  you  contrive  ? 

Speak,  wouldft  thou  have  an  Empire  at  thy  Feet  ? 

Say,  wouldft  thou  rule  the  World  ?  I’ll  conquer  it. 
EBOLI. 

No  ;  above  Empire  far  I  could  prize  you, 
if  you  would  be  but - 

Don  JOHN. 

- What? 

EBOLI. 

- For  ever  true. 

Don  JOHN. 

That  thou  may ’ft  ne’er  have  Caufe  to  fear  thofe  Harms, 
I’ll  be  confin’d  for  ever  in  thy  Arms : 

Nay,  I’ll  not  one  Ihort  Minute  from  thee  ftray  ; 

Myfelf  I’ll  on  thy  tender  Bofom  lay,  V 

'l  ill  in  its  Warmths  I’m  melted  all  away.  3 

Enter  Garcia. 

GARCIA. 

Madam,  your  Lord - 


EBOLI. 


120 


Dow  Carlos, 

E  BO  LI. 

• - Oh  !  fly,  or  I’m  undone. 

Don  J  0  HN . 

Muft  I  without  my  Blefling  then  be  gone  ? 

[  KiJJ'es  her  Hand. 

E  BOLL 

Think  thou  this  Indifcretion  merits  one  ? 

[Pulls  it  back . 

Don  J  O  HN. 

I’m  aw’d  —  - 

As  a  fick  Wretch,  that  on  his  Death-Bed  lies,  ^ 
Loth  with  his  Friends  to  part,  juft  as  he  dies,  V 

Thus  fends  his  Soul  in  Willies  from  his  Eyes.  [Exit,  j 

E  BO  LI. 

Oh  Heav’n !  what  Charms  in  Youth  and  Vigour  are  ! 
Yet  he  in  Conqueft  is  not  gone  too  far  ; 

Too  eafily  I’ll  not  myfelf  refign  : 

Ere  I  am  his,  I’ll  make  him  furely  mine ; 

Draw  him  by  fubtle  Baits  into  the  Trap, 

Till  he’s  too  far  got  in  to  make  Efcape  ; 

About  him  fwiftly  the  foft  Snare  I’ll  call, 

And  when  I  have  him  there,  I’ll  hold  him  faft. 

Enter  R  u  i-G  o  m  e  z. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Thus  unaccompany’ d  I  fubtly  range 
The  folitary  Paths  of  dark  Revenge  : 

The  fearful  Deer  in  Herds  to  Coverts  run. 

While  Beafts  of  Prey  affeft  to  roam  alone. 

E  BO  LI. 

Ah  !  my  dear  Lord,  how  do  you  fpend  your  Hours : 
You  little  think  what  my  poor  Heart  endures ; 

Whilft,  with  your  Abfence  tortur’d,  I  in  vain 
Pant  after  Joys  I  ne’er  can  hope  to  gain. 
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R  UI-GOMEZ. 

You  cannot  my  Unkindnefs  fure  upbraid ; 

You  (hould  forgive  thofe  Faults  yourfelf  have  made. 
Remember  you  the  Talk  you  gave  ? - 

E  BO  LI. 

- - ’Tis  true  ; - 

Your  Pardon,  for  I  do  remember  now.  [Sighs. 

If  I  forgot,  ’twas  Love  had  all  my  Mind  : 

And  ’tis  no  Sin,  1  hope,  to  be  too  kind. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

How  happy  am  I  in  a  faithful  Wife  ! 

Oh  thou  molt  precious  Blefiing  of  my  Life  ! 

EBO  LI. 

Does  then  Succefs  attend  upon  your  Toil  ? 

I  long  to  fee  you  revel  in  the  Spoil.  ' 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

What  ftri&ell:  Diligence  could  do,  I’ve  done, 
T’incenfe  an  angry  Father  ’gainft  his  Son. 

I  to  advantage  told  him  all  that’s  pall, 

Defcrib’d  with  Art  each  am’rous  Glance  they  call : 

So  that  this  Night  he  ihunn’d  the  Marriage-Bed, 

Which  thro’  the  Court  has  various  Murmurs  fpread. 

Enter  the  King  attended  by  P  o  s  A. 

See  where  he  comes  with  Fury  in  hfs  Eyes ; 

Kind  Heav’n  but  grant  the  Storm  may  higher  rile. 

If’t  grow  too  loud,  I’ll  lurk  in  fome  dark  Cell, 

And  laugh  to  hear  my  Magic  work  fo  well. 

KING. 

What’s  all  my  Glory,  all  my  Pomp  ?  how  poor 
Is  fading  Greatnefs  ?  or  hovv  vain  is  Pow’r  ? 

Where  all  the  mighty  Conquefts  1  have  feen  ?  ") 

I,  who  o’er  Nations  have  victorious  been,  > 

Now  cannot  quell  one  little  Foe  within.  \ 

Vol.  I.  G  Curs’d 
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Don  Carlo  s. 

Curs’d  Jealoufy,  that  poifons  all  Love’s  Sweets  f 
How  heavy  on  my  Heart  th’  Invader  fits  ! 

Oh  Gomez,  thou  haft  giv’n  my  mortal  Wound. 
RUI-GOME  Z. 

Whatis’t  does  fo  your  Royal  Thoughts  confound  ? 

A  King  his  Pow’r  unbounded  ought  to  have. 

And  ruiing  all,  fnould  not  be  Pafiion’s  Slave. 

KING. 

Thou  counfeli’ft  well,  but  art  no  Stranger  fure 
To  the  fad  Caufe  of  what  I  now  endure. 

Know’ll:  thou  what  Poifon  thou  didft  lately  give  ? 

.And  doft  not  wonder  to  behold  me  live  ? 

RUI-GOME  Z. 

I  only  did  as  by  my  Duty  ty’d, 

.And  never  lludy’d  any  thing  befide. 

KING. 

I  do  not  blame  thy  Duty  or  thy  Cars: 

Quickly,  what  paft  between  ’em  more  declare. 

How  greedily  my  Soul  to  Ruin  flies  ! 

As  he,  who  in  a  Fever  burning  lies, 

Firft  of  his  Friends  does  for  a  Drop  implore,  p 

Which  tailed  once,  unable  to  give  o’er,  p 

Knows  ’tis  his  Bane,  yet  full  thirds  after  more.  ^ 
Oh  then - 

RUEGOMEZ. 

- 1  fear  that  you’ll  interpret  wrong  ; 

’Tis  true,  they  gaz’d,  but  ’twas  not  very  long. 

KING. 

Lie  Hill,  my  Heart :  Not  long,  was’t  that  you  faki  ? 

■R  U I  GOMEZ. 

No  longer  than  they  in  your  Prefence  ftay’d. 

'king. 

No  longer?  Why,  a  Sold  in  iefs  rime  fdes 
To  lieav’rij  and  they  have  chang’d  theirs  at  their  Eyes. 

Hence 
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Hence  abjeCt  Fears,  be  gone  ;  fhe’s  all  divine. 

Speak,  Friends,  can  Angels  in  Perfection  fin  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Angels  that  fhine  above,  do  oft  bellow 
Their  influence  on  poor  Mortals  here  below. 

KING. 

But  Carlos  is  my  Son,  and  always  near  ; 

Seems  to  move  with  me  in  my  glorious  Sphere. 

True,  the  may  (how’r  promifcuous  Bleflings  down 
On  Slaves  that  gaze  for  what  falls  from  a  Crown  : 

But  when  tqo  kindly  Ihe  his  Brightnefs  fees. 

It  robs  my  Luftre  to  add  more  to  his. 

But  Oh  !  I  dare  not  think - ~ 

That  thofe  Eyes  fhould  at  lead  fo  humble  be, 

To  floop  at  him,  when  they  had  vanquilh’d  me. 

EOS  A. 

Sir,  I  am  proud  to  think  I  know  the  Prince, 

That  he  of  Virtue  has  too  great  a  Senfe, 

To  cherifh  but  a  Thought  beyond  the  Bound 
Of  ftriCleft  Duty.  He  to  me  has  own’d 
How  much  was  to  his  former  Paflion  due, 

¥ et  ftill  confefs’d  he  above  all  priz’d  you. 

RUI-GO  ME  Z. 

You  better  reconcile,  Sir,  than  advife : 

Be  not  more  charitable  than  y’are  wife. 

The  King  is  fick,  and  we  Ihould  give  him  Eafe, 

But  firfl:  And  out  the  Depth  of  his  Difeafe. 

Too  fudden  Cures  have  oft  pernicious  grown  ; 

We  mult  not  heal  up  'fefler’d  Wounds  too  foon. 

KING. 

By  this  then  you  a  Pow’r  would  o’er  me  gain, 
Wounding  to  let  me  linger  in  the  Pain. 

I’m  flung,  and  won’t  the  Torture  long  endure  : 
Serpents  that  vyound,  have  Blood  thofe  Wounds  to  cure-, 

G  2  R  Ul- 


124 


Don  Carlos, 

R  UI-G  O  ME  Z. 

Good  Heav’n  forbid  that  T  (hould  ever  dare 
To  queftion  Virtue  in  a  Queen  io  fair  ; 

Tho’  (he  her  Eyes  call  on  your  glorious  Son  : 
Men  oft  fee  Treafures,  and  yet  covet  none. 

KING. 

Think  not  to  blind  me  with  dark  Ironies, 

The  Truth  difguis’d  in  obfcure  Contraries. 

No,  I  will  trace  his  Windings ;  all  her  dark 
And  fubtleft  Paths,  each  little  Afticn  mark. 

If  lhe  prove  falfe,  as  yet  I  fear,  (lie  dies. 

Enter  Qjj  een  attended ,  and  II  e  n  a  i  e  T  ' 

Ha !  here  !  O  let  me  turn  away  my  Eyes, 

For  all  around  fheTl  her  bright  Beams  difplay  : 
Should  I  to  gaze  on  the  wild  Meteor  (lay, 

Spite  of  myfelf  I  (halLfee 4cd  aftray. 

[Exit  the  King  attended looking  at  the 

QJJ  EEN. 

How  fcornfully  he  is  withdrawn  ! 

Sure  e’er  his  Love  he’d  let  me  know  his  Pow’r  : 
As  Eleav’n  eft  thunders  ere  it  fends  a  Show’r. 
This  Spanijh  Gravity  is  very  odd  : 

All  Things  are  by  Severity  fo  aw’d, 

That  little  Love  dares  hardly  peep  abroad. 

HENRIETTA. 

Alas !  what  can  you  from  old  Age  expeft, 
When  frail  uneafy  Men  themfelves  negleft  ? 
Some  little  Warmth  perhaps  may  be  behind, 
Tho’  fuch  as  in  extinguilh’d  Fires  you’ll  find ; 
Where  fome  Remains  of  Heat  the  Afhes  hold, 
\Vhich  (if  for  more  you  open)  llraight  are  cold. 
QUEEN. 

’Twas  Intereft  and  Safety  of  the  State  ; 
Int’reft,  that  bold  Impofer  on  our  Fate  ; 
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That  always  to  dark  Ends  mifguides  oar  Wills, 

And  with  falfe  Happinefs  fmooths  o’er  our  Ills. 

It  was  by  that  unhappy  France  was  led,  1 

When,  tho’  by  Contract  1  fnould  Carlos  wed,  > 

I  was  an  Offering  made  to  Philip'' %  L'ed.  3 

Why  figh'ft  thou,  Henrietta?  [Uzxv.Jigbs. 

HENRIETTA. 

Y ho  is  it  can 

Know  your  fad  Fate,  and  yet  from  Grief  refrain? 

With  I  leafure  oft  I’ve  heard  you  fmiling  tell 
Of  Carlos ’  Love. 

QUEEN. 

- And  did  it  pleafe  you  well  ? 

Jn  that  brave  Prince’s  Courtfhip  there  did  meet 
All  that  we  could  obliging  call  or  fweet. 

At  ev’ry  Point  he  w'ith  Advantage  flood  :  "j 

Fierce  as  a  Lion,  if  provok’d  abroad;  C 

Life,  foft  as  Angels,  charming  as  a  God.  3 

HENRIETTA. 

One  fo  accompli(h’d,  and  who  lov’d  you  too, 

With  what  Refentments  mull  he  part  with  you  ? 

Methinks  1  pity  him. - Eut  oh  !  in  vain  : 

He’s  both  above  my  Pity  and  my  Pain.  [Ajide. 

QJJEEN. 

What  means  this  flrange  Diforder  ? 

HENRIETTA. 

■ - Yonder  view, 

That  which  I  fear  will  difcompofe  you  too. 

Enter  Don  Carlos,  and  Posa. 
QUEEN. 

Alas,  the  Prince !  There  to  my  Mind  appears 
Something  that  in  me  moves  unufual  Fears. 

Away,  Henrietta - -  [Offers  to  go. 

Don 
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Don  CARL  OS. 

■ - Why  would  you  be  gone  ? 

I-c  Carles'  'r igh c  ungrateful,  to  you  grown  ? 

3f  his,  fpeak  :  In  Obedience  I’ll  retire. 

QUEEN. 

No,  you  may  fpeak,  but  mull  advance  no  nighcf, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Null  I  then  at  that  awful  Difrance  fue. 

As  our  Fore-fathers  were  compell’d  to  do, 

When  they  Petitions  made  at  that  great  Shrine, 

Where  none  but  the  High  Pried  might  enter  in  ;• 
l.et  me  approach  ;  I've  riothing  for  your  Ear, 

But  what’s  fo  pure  it  might  be  offer’d  there. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Too  long  ’tis  dang’rcus  for  me  here  to  flay : 

If  you  mult  fpeak,  proceed  :  What  would  you  fay? 

[Carlos  kneels , 

Nay,  this  ftrange  Ceremony  pray  give  o’er. 

Den  CARL  OS. 

Was  I  ne’er  in  this  Foiture  feen  before  ? 

Ah  !  can  jour  cruel  Heart  fo  foon  refign 
Ail  Senfe  of  thefe  fad  Sufferings  of  mine  ? 

To  your  more  jufl:  Remembrance,  if  you  can, 

Recal  how  Fate  feem’d  kindly  to  ordain 

That  once  you  fhould  be  mine ;  which  1  believ’d  : 

ri  ho’  now,  alas  1  I  End  I  was  deceiv’d. 

QUEEN. 

Then,  Sir,  you  fhould  your  Fate,  not  me  upbraids 

Don  CARLOS. 

I  will  not  fayy’ave  broke  the  Vows  you  made; 

Only  implore  you  would  not  quite  forget 
The  Wretch  y’ave  oft  feen  dying  at  your  Feet, 

Ar.d  now  no  other  Favour  begs  to  have, 

Than  fuch  kind  Pity  as  becomes  your.  Slave, 

For; 
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Prince  (/'Spain. 

For  ’midft  your  higheft  Joys,  without  a  Crime, 

At  leaft  you.  now  and  then  may  think  of  him. 

QUEEN. 

If  e’er  you  lov’d  me,  you  would  this  forbear ; 

It  is  a  Language  which  1  dare  not  hear. 

My  Ideart  and  Faith  become  your  Father’s  Right ; 

All  other  Pailions  I  mufi  now  forget. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Can  then  a  Crown  and  Majefty  difpenfe 
Upon  your  Heart  fuch  mighty  Influence, 

That  1  mull  be  for  ever  banilh’d  thence  ? 

Had  I  been  rais’d  to  all  the  Heights  of  Pow’r, 

In  Triumph  crown’d  the  World’s  great  Emperor, 

Of  all  its  Riches,  all  its  State  poflefs’d, 

Yet  you  fhould.  ftill  have  govern’d  in  my  Bread. 

QUEEN. 

Tn  vain  on  her  you  Obligations  lay. 

Who  wants  not  Will,  but  Power  to  repay. 

HE  NRIETTA. 

Yet  had  you  Henrietta's  Heart,  you  would 
At  leaft  drive  to  afford  him  all  you  could.  [AJtdti 

Don  CARLO  S. 

Ch  !  fay  not  you  want  Pow’r  ;  you  may  with  one 
Kind  Look  pay  doubly  all  I’ve  undergone. 

And  knew  you  but  the  Innocence  I  bear, 

How  pure,  how  fpotlefs  all  my  Withes  are, 

You  would  not  fcruple  to  fupply  my  Want, 

When  all  I’ll  aik  you  may  lb  fafely  grant. 

QUEEN. 

I  know  not  what  to  grant ;  too  well  I  find 
That  ftill  at  leaft  I  qannot  be  unkind. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Afford  me  then  that  little  which  I  crave. 

QUEEN. 

You.  fliall  not  want  what  1  may  let  you  have.  . 

[ Gi-ues  her  Hand ftghing. 
G  p.  Don 
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Don  Carlos, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Like  one  ™ ■— *» 

That  fees  a  Heap  of  Gems  before  him  caft, 

Thence  to  chufe  any  that  may  pleafe  him  belt ; 

From  the  rich  Treafure  whilft  I  Choice  lhould  make. 
Dazzl’d  with  ah,  I  know  not  where  to  take. 

1  would  be  rich - - 

QUEEN. 

- * - Nay,  you  too  far  encroach  ; 

I  fear  1  have  already  giv’n  too  much.  [Turns from  him. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  !  take  not  back  again  th’  appearing  Blifs, 

How  difficult’s  the  Path  to  Happinefs  ? 

Whilft  up  the  Precipice  we  climb  with  Pain, 

One  little  Slip  throws  us  quite  down  again. 

Stay,  Madam,  tho’  you  nothing  more  can  give 
Than  juft  enough  to  keep  a  Wretch  alive  ; 

At  leaft  remember  how  I’ve  lov’d 

QUEEN. 

- - —I  will. 

Don  CARLOS. 

That  was  fo  kind,  that  I  mnft  beg  more  ftill  j 
Let  me  love  on  :  It  is  a  very  poor 
And  cafy  Grant,  yet  I’ll  requeft  no  more. 

QUEEN. 

Do  you  believe  that  you  can  Lore  retain, 

And  not  expeft  to  be  belov’d  again  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

Yes,  I  will  love,  and  think  I’m  happy  too. 

So  long  as  I  can  find  that  you  are  fo  : 

All  my  Difquiets  banifh  from  my  Breaft  : 
l  will  endeavour  to  do  fo  at  leaft.  [Sighing  deeply. 

Or 
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Prince  of  Spain. 

Or  if  I  can’t  my  Miferies  out-wear. 

They  never  more  fhall  come  t’  offend  your  Ear. 

QUEEN. 

Love  then,  brave  Prince,  whilft  I’ll  thy  Love  admire  ; 
[Gives  her  Hand ,  nuhicb  Don  Carlos  during  all  this' 
Speech  kijjes  eagerly. 

Yet  keep  the  Flame  fo  pure,  fuch  chafte  Defire, 

That  without  Spot  hereafter  we  above 

May  meet,  when  we  fhall  come  all  Soul,  all  Love. 

Till  when- - Oh  !  whither  am  I  run  aftray  ? 

I  grow  too  weak,  and  mull  no  longer  fray  : 

For  fhould  1,  the  foft  Charm  fo  flrong  would  grow, 

I  find  that  I  fhall  want  the  Power  to  go. 

[Ex.  Queen  and  Henrietta* 
Don  CARLOS, 

O  fweet- - - 

If  fuch  Tranfport  be  in  a  Tafle  fo  fmall. 

How  blefs’d  mull  he  be  that  pofTefTes  all ! 

W  here  am  J,  Pofa?  Where’s  the  Queen  ? 

[  Standing  amaz’d, 

ROSA. 

- My  Lord, 

A  while  fome  Refpite  to  your  Heart  afford  : 

The  Queen’s  retir’d - 

Don  CARLOS. 

- Retir’d!  And  did  fhe  then 

Juft  fhew  me  Heav’n,  to  fhut  it  in  again  ? 

This  little  Eafe  augments  my  Pain  the  more  ; 

For  now  I’m  more  impatient  than  before, 

And  have  difcover’d  Riches  make  me  mad. 

ROSA. 

But  fince  thefe  Treafures  are  not  to  be  had,, 

You  fhould  corredt  Defires  that  drive  you  on 
Beyond  that  Duty  which  becomes  a  Son* 

G.  5  No 
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No  longer  let  the  Tyrant  Love  invade  ; 

T  he  Brave  may  by  themfelves,  be  happy  made.’ 

You  to  your  Father  now  mult  all  refign. 

Don  C  AR  LOS. 

But  ere  he  robb’d  me  of  her  Ihe  was  mine. 

To  be  my  Friend  is  all  thou  hall  to  do. 

For  half  my  Miferies  thou  canll  not  know. 

Make  myfelf  happy  !  Bid  the  Damn’d  do  fo ; 

Who  in  fad  Flames  mull  be  for  ever  tofs’d. 

Yet  Hill  in  view  of  the  lov’d  Heav’n  th’ave  loll.  [Exeunt* 


A  C  T 
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A  C  T  III.  SCENE  I. 


The  Grove  continues. 


Enter  Don  John  of  Austria. - 
Don  JOHN. 

OW  vainly  would  dull  Moralifts  impofe- 
Limits  on  Love,  whofe  Nature  brooks  no  Laws? 


Love  is  a  God,  and  like  a  God  fhould  be 
Inconftant  with  unbounded  Liberty, 

Rove  as  he  lift - - 

I  find  it ;  for  ev’n  now  I’ve  had  a  Feaft, 

Of  which  a  God  might  covet  for  a  Tafte. 

Methinks  I  yet - 

See  with  what  foft  Devotion  in  her  Eyes 
The  tender  Lamb  came  to  the  Sacrifice. 

Oh  how  her  Charms  furpriz’d  me  as  I  lay ! 

Like  too  near  Sweets  they  took  my  Senfe  away ; 
And  I  ev’n  loft  the  Pow’r  to  reach  at  Joy. 

But  thofe  crofs  Witchcrafts  foon  unravell’d  were. 
And  I  was  lull’d  in  Trances  f.veeter  far  : 

As  anchor’d  VefFeis  in  calm  Harbours  ride. 
Rock’d  on  the  Swellings  of  the  floating  Tide. 
How  wretched’s  then  the  Man,  who  tho’  alone 
He  thinks  he’s  bleft,  yet  as  confin’d  to  one. 

Is  but  at  beft  a  Pris’ner  on  a  Throne  ? 

To  him  King  attended,  Posa,  and  Gomez. 


KING. 


Ye  mighty  Poyy’rs,  whofe  Subftitutes  we  are. 
On  whom  y’ave  lain  of  Earth  the  Rule  and  Care 
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Why  all  our  Toils  do  you  reward  with  III, 

And  to  thofe  weighty  Cares  add  greater  trill  ? 

Or  how  could  I  your  Deities  enrage, 

That  blefs’d  my  Youth,  thus  to  afflict  my  Age  ? 

A  Queen  and  a  Son’s  Inceft  !  difmal  Thought ! 

Don  J  0  HN. 

What  is’t  fo  loon  his  Majefty  has  brought  [To  Gomez-.. 
From  the  foft  Arms  of  his  young  Bride  ? 

KING. 

- Ay  true  1 

Js  (he  not,  Aujlria,  young  and  charming  too  ? 

Doff  thou  not  think  her  to  a  Wonder  fair? 

Tell  me - 

Don  JOHN. 

•  -—By  Heaven  more  bright  than  Planets  are  t 
Her  Beauty’s  Force  might  ev’n  their  Povv’r  out-do. 

KING . 

Nay,  the’s  as  faife,  and  as  unconftant  too. 

Oh  Auftria,  that  a  Form  fo  outward  bright 
Should  be  within  all  dark  and  ugly  Night ! 

For  fne,  to  whom  I’d  dedicated  all 
My  Love,  that  deareli  Jewel  of  my  Soul, 

Takes  from  its  Shrine  the  precious  Relique  down, 
T’adorn  a  little  Idol  of  her  own. 

My  Son !  that  Rebel  both  to  Heaven  and  me  ! 

Oh  the  diffracting  Throes  of  Jealoufy  ! 

But  as  a  drowning  Wretch  juft  like  to  link, 

Seeing  him  that  threw  him  in  upon  the  Brink  j 
At  the  third  Plunge  lays  hold  upon  his  Foe, 

And  tugs  him  down  into  DeflruCtion  too  : 

So  thou  from  whom  thefe  Aiiferies  I’ve  known* 

Shalt  bear  me  out  again,  or  with  me  drown. 

1  [Seizes  roughly  on  Rui-Gomez, 

KUl- 
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My  Loyalty  will  teach  me  how  to  wait 
All  the  Succeffes  of  my  Sov’reign’s  Fate. 

What  is’t.  Great  Sir,  you  would  command  me  ? 

KING. 

How  ? - 

What  is’t — I  know  not  what  I’d  have  thee  do  : 

Study  Revenge  for  me,  ’tis  that  I  want. 

Don  JOHN. 

Alas !  what  Frenzy  does  your  Temper  haunt  ? 
Revenge  !  On  whom  ? 

KING. 

On  my  falfe  Queen  and  Son. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

On  them!  good  Heaven!  what  is’t  that  they  have  done; 
Oh  had  my  l  ongue  been  curs’d  ere  it  had  bred 
'I  his  Jealoufy —  {Half  afids, 

KING. 

—  Then  cancel  what  thou’ft  faid. 

Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  that  thou  faw’h  him  hand 
Printing  foft  Vows  in  Kiffes  on  her  Hand  ; 

Whilh  in  Requital  {he  fuch  Glances  gave. 

Would  quicken  a  dead  Lover  in  his  Grave  ? 

RUI-GO  ME  Z. 

I  did  ;  and  what  lefs  could  the  Queen  allow 
To  him,  chan  you  to  ev’ry  Vaffal  {how? 

Th’  affording  him  that  little  from  Love’s  Store,. 
Imply’d  that  Ihe  for  you  referv’d  much  more. 

KING. 

Oh,  doubtlefs,  fhe  muh  have  a  wondrous  hore 
Of  Love,  that  fells  it  at  a  rate  fo  poor. 

Now  thou’dh  rebate  my  Paflions  with  Advice  ; 

And  when  thou  fhou’dlt  be  aflive,  wou’dh  be  wife. 
No,  lead  me  where  I  may  their  Inceh  fee, 
po,  or  by  Heaven — do,  aild  I’ll  worfhip  thee  ! 

Oh 
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Oh  how  my  Pafiions  drive  me  to  and  fro  ! 

Under  their  heavy  Weight  I  yield  and  bow. 

But  I’ll  re-gather  yet  my  Strength,  and  ftand- 
Brandilhing  all  my  Thunder  in  my  Hand. 

POSA. 

And  may  it  be  fent  forth,  and  where  it  goes 
Light  fatally  and  heavy  on  your  Foes. 

But  let  your  Loyal  Son  and  Confort  bear 
No  111,  fince  they  of  any  guiltlefs  are. 

Here  with  my  Sword  Defiance  J  proclaim 
To  that  bold  Traitor  that  dares  wrong  their- Fame. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  too  dare  with  my  Life  their  Caufe  make  good.  - 

KING. 

Sure  well  their  Innocence  y’ve  underftood. 

That  you  fo  prodigal  are  of  your  Blood. 

Or  wouldft  thou  fpeak  me  Comfort  ?  I  would  find 
’Mongft  all  my  Counfellers  at  leaf!  one  kind. 

Yet  any  thing  like  that  I  mull  not  hear ;  T 

For  fo  my  Wrongs  I  fhould  too  tamely  bear,  > 
And  weakly  grow  my  own  fond  Flatterer.  J 

Pofa,  withdraw' -  [Exit  Pofa. 

My  Lords,  all  this  y’ave  heard. 

R  UPGOMEZ. 

Yes,  I  obferv’d  it.  Sir,  with  Uriel  Regard  : 

The  young  Lord’s  Friendfhip  was  too  great  to  hide. 

KING. 

Is  he  then  fo  to  my  falfe  Son  ally’d  ? 

I  am  environ’d  ev’ry  way,  and  all 
My  Fate’s  unhappy  Engines  plot  my  Fall. 

Like  C<zfar  in  the  Senate,  thus  I  Hand, 

Whilfl  Ruin  threaten’d  him  on  ev’ry  Hand.. 

From  each  Side  he  had  warning  he  mini  die  ; 

Yet  Hill  he  brav’d  his  Fatf,  and  fa  will  I. 
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To  drive  for  Eafe  would  but  add  more  to  Pain  : 

As  Streams,  that  beat  againft  their  Banks  in  vain. 
Retreating  fwell  into  a  Flood  again, 

No,  I’ll  do  things  the  World  fhall  quake  to  hear  : 

My  juft  Revenge  fo  true  a  Stamp  fhall  bear, , 

As  henceforth  JHeav’n  itfelf  fhall  emulate, - 
And  copy  all  its  Vengeance  out  by  that. 

All  but  Rui-Gomcz  I  muff  have  withdrawn. 

I’ve  fomething  to  difcourfe  with  him  alone. 

[Ex.  Omnes,  prater  King  and  Gomez. 
Now,  Gomez,  on  thy  Truth  depends  thy  Fate  : 

Thou’ft  wrought  my  Senfe  of  Wrong  to  fuch  a  Height, 
Within  my  Bread:  it  will  no  longer  flay. 

But  grows  each  Minute  till  it  force  its  Way. 

I  would  not  find  myfelf  at  laft  deceiv’d. 

RUI-G  O  MEZ. 

Nor  would  I  ’gainft  your  Reafon  be  believ’d. 

Think,  Sir,  your  Jealoufy  to  be  but  Fear 
Of  lofing  Treafures,  which  you  hold  fo  dear. 

Your  Queen  and  Son  may  yet  be  innocent : 

1  know  but  what  they  did,  not  what  they  meant. 

KING. 

Meant !  What  fhould  Looks,  and  Sighs,  and  Preflings 
No,  no  ;  I  need  not  hear  it  o’er  again.  [mean  ? 

No  Repetitions - fomething  mult  be  done. 

Now  there’s  no  111  1  know-  that  I  would  fhun. 

I’ll  fly,  till  them  I’ve  in  their  Inceft  found. 

Full  charg’d  with  Rage,  and  with  my  Vengeance  hot; 
Like  a  Granado  from  a  Cannon  fhot. 

Which  lights  at  laft  upon  the  Enemy’s  Ground, 

Then  breaking  deals  Deftruftion  all  around.  [Exit  King. 

RUI-GOME  Z. 

So  now  his  jealoufy  is  at  the  top, 

Each  little  JBlaft  will  ferve  to  keep  it  up. 
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But  flay  ;  there’s  fomething  I’ve  omitted  yet  ; 

Pofa’s  my  Enemy  ;  and  true,  he’s  great. 

-Alas,  I’m  arm’d  ’gainft  all  that  he  can  do  ; 

For  my  Snare’s  large  enough  to  hold  hirn  too ; 

Yet  I’ll  difguife  that  Purpofe  for  awhile  :  1 

But  when  he  with  the  reft  is  caught  i’th’  Toil,  > 

I’ll  boldly  out,  and  wanton  in  the  Spoil.  j 

Enter  P  o  s  a  , 

POSJ 

My  Lord  Rui-Gomez  !  and  the  King  not  here  ! 

You,  who  fo  eminent  a  Fav’rite  are 

In  a  King’s  Eye,  Ihould  ne’er  be  abfent  thence. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

No,  Sir,  ’tis  you  that  by  a  rifing  Prince 
Are  cherilh’d,  and  fo  tread  a  fafer  way. 

Rich  in  that  nlifs  the  World  waits  to  enjoy. 

POSJ. 

Since  what  may  blefs  the  World  we  ought  to  prize,, 

I  wifh  there  were  no  publick  Enemies : 

No  lurking  Serpents  Poifon  to  difpenfe, 

Nor  Wolves  to  prey  on  noble  Innocence ; 

No  Flatt’rers,  that  with  Royal  Goodnefs  lport* 

Thofe  ftinking  Weeds  that  over-run  a  Court. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Nay,  if  good  Wifhes  any  thing  could  do, 

I  have  as  earneft  Wifhes,  Sir,  as  you : 

That  tho’  perhaps  our  King  enjoys  the  bell: 

Of  Pow’r,  yet  may  he  Hill  be  doubly  blefs’d. 

May  he— - 

POSJ. 

Nay,  Gomez,  you  fhall  ne’er  out-do  me  there ;  3 
Since  for  Great  Philip’s  Good,  I  would  you  were  > 
(If  poffible)  more  honeft  than  you  are.  3 
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R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Why,  Pofa  what  Defed  can  you  difcern  ? 

POSJ. 

Nay,  half  your  Myfteries  I’m  yet  to  learn  j 
Tho’  this  I’ll  boldly  jultify  to  all, 

That  you  contrive  a  gen’rous  Prince’s  Fall. 

[Gomez  j miles . 

Nay,  think  not  by  your  Smiles,  and  carelefs  Port, 

To  laugh  it  off :  I  come  not  here  to  fport, 

I  do  not,  Sir. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Young  Lord,  what  Meaning  has 

This  Fleat  ? 

POSJ. 

To  let  you  fee  I  know  y’are  bafe. 

RUI-GO  ME  Z. 

Nay  then  I  Pardon  a(k  that  I  did  fmile : 

By  Heav’n,  I  thought  y’had  jelled  all  this  while. 

Bafe! - 

POSJ. 

Yes,  more  bafe  than  impotent  or  old, 

All  Virtue  in  thee,  like  thy  Blood,  runs  cold  : 

1  hy  rotten  putrid  C'arcafe  is  lefs  full 
Of  Rancour  and  Contagion  than  thy  Soul. 

Ev’n  now  before  the  King  I  faw  it  plain  ; 

But  Duty  to  that  Prefence  aw’d  me  then  : 

Yet  there  1  dar’d  thy  Treafon  with  my  Sword  : 

But  Hill - 

1  hy  Villany  talk’d  all ;  Courage  had  not  a  Word. 
True,  thou  art  old  ;  yet  if  thou  haft  a  Friend, 

To  whom  thy  curfed  Caufe  thou  dar’ft  commend; 
’Gainft  him  in  Public  I’ll  the  Innocence 
Maintain  of  the  fair  Queen  and  injur’d  Prince. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Farewel,  bold  Champion— - - 
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I  earn  better  how  your  Pafiions  to  difguife, 

.Appear  lefs  choleric,  and  be  more  whe.  [Exit  R.  Go. 

POSJ. 

How  frail  is  all  the  Glory  we  defign, 

Whilft  fuch  as  thefe  have  Fow’r  to  undermine  ? 
Unhappy  Prince  !  who  might’ll:  have  fafely  food 
If  thou  hadlt  been  lefs  great,  or  not  fo  good. 

Why  the  vile  Monger’s  Blood  did  I  not  Ihed, 

And  all  the  Vengeance  draw  on  my  own  Plead  ? 

My  Plonour  fo  had  had  this  juft  Defence, 

That  1  preferv’d  my  Patron  and  my  Prince, 

Enter  Carlos  and  Queen. 

Brave  Carlos :  Ha  !  he’s  here.  O  Sir,  take  heed. 

By  an  unlucky  Fate  your  Love  is  led. 

The  King,  the  King  your  Father’s  jealous  grown  ; 
Forgetting  her  his  Queen,  or  you  his  Son, 

Calls  all  his  Vengeance  up  againii  you  both. 

Don  CARLOS. . 

Has  then  the  falfe  Rui-Go?nez  broke  his  Oath  ; 

And,  after  all,  my  Innocence  betray’d  ? 

POSJ. 

Yes,  all  his  fubtlefc  Snares  are  for  you  laid. 

The  King  within  this  Minute  will  be  here. 

And  you  are  ruin’d,  if  but  feen  with  her. 

Retire,  my  Lord — - - 

QUEEN. 

How  !  is  he  jealous  grown  ? 

]  thought  my  Virtue  he  had  better  known. 

His  unjuft  Doubts  have  foon  found  out  the  way. 

To  make  their  Entry  on  our  Marriage-Day  : 

Bor  yet  he  has  net  known  with  me  a  Night : 
Perhaps  his  Tyranny  is  his  Delight  ; 

And  to  fuch  Fieight  his  Cruelty  is  grown, 

He’d  exercife  it  on  his  Queen  and  Son. 


*39 


Prince  of  Spain. 

But  fince,  my  Lord,  this  time  vve  muft  obey 
Our  Intereft,  I  beg  you  would  not  ftay  : 

Not  feeing  you,,  he  may  to  me  be  j ait. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Should  1  then  leave  you,  Madam? 

QUEEN. 

Yes,  you  muft.. 

Doit  CARLOS. 

Not  then  when  Storms  againft  your  Virtue  rife. 

No  ;  fince  to  lofe  you,  wretched  Carlos  dies, 

He’ll  have  the  Honour  of  it,  in  your  Caufe. 

This  is  the  nobleft  thing  that  Fate  could  do. 

She  thus  abates  the •  Rigour  of  her  Laws, 

Since  ’tis  fome  Pleafure  but  to  die  for  you. 

QUE  E  N. 

Talk  not  of  Death,  for  that  ev’n  Cowards  dare,. 
When  their  bafe  Fears  compel  ’em  to  defpair : 

Hope’s  the  far  nobler  Pafiion  of  the  Mind  ; 

Fortune’s  a  Miftrefs  that’s  with  Caution  kind; 

Knows  that  the  Conftant  merit  her  alone, 

They  who,  tho’  fhe  feem  froward,  yet  court  on. 

Don  CARLOS. 

To  wretched  Minds  thus  ltill  fome  Comfort  gleams : 
And  Angels  eafe  our  Griefs,  tho’  but  with  Dreams. 

I  have  too  oft  already  been  deceiv’d. 

And  the  Cheat’s  grown  too  plain  to  be  believ’d. 

You,  Madam,  bid,. me  go .  [Looking  earnejlly  at  the  Queen. 

QUEEN.' 

You  muft. 

P  OS  A. 

You  fhall,. 

Alas,  I  love  you,  would  not  fee  you  fall ; 

And  yet  may  find  fome  Way  t’evade  it  all, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Thou,  Po/a,  ever  wert  my  trueft  Friend 
I:  almoft  with  thou  wert  not  now  fo  kind. 
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Thou  of  a  Thing  that’s  loft  tak’ft  too  much  Care  ; 

And  you,  fair  Angel,  too  indulgent  are.  [To  the  Queen. 
Great  my  Defpair ;  but  ftill  my  Love  is  higher. 

Well - in  Obedience  to  you,  I’ll  retire  ; 

Tho’  during  all  the  Storm  I  will  be  nigh,  J 

Where  if  I  fee  the  Danger  grow  too  high,  C 

To  fave  you,  Madam,  I’ll  come  forth  and  die.  ) 

[ Exit  Don  Carles. 

Enter  King  and  Rui-Gomez, 

KING. 

Who  would  have  guefs’d  that  this  had  ever  been  ? 

[Seeing  Pofa  and  the  Queen. 
Diftra&ion  !  Where  (hall  my  Revenge  begin  ? 

Why,  he’s  the  very  Bawd  to  all  their  bin  : 

And  to  difguife  it,  puts  on  Friendfhip’s  Made, 

But  his  Difpatch,  Rui-Gomez,  is  thy  i'afk. 

With  him  pretend  fome  private  Conference, 

And  under  that  Difguife  deduce  him  hence  ; 

Then  in  fome  Place  lit  for  the  Deed  impart 
The  Bus’nefs  by  a  Ponyard  to  his  Heart. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

’Tis  done.—— 

KING. 

So,  Madam——  [ Steps  to  the  Queen. 

QUEEN. 

- By  the  Fury  in  your  Eyes, 

I  underfeand  you  come  to  tyrannize. 

1  hear  you  are  already  jealous  grown, 

And  dare  fufpebt  my  Virtue  with  your  Son. 

KING. 

Oh  Woman-kind  !  thy  Myft’ries  who  can  fcan. 

Too  deep  for  eafy,  weak,  believing  Man  ? 

Hold,  let  me  look  :  indeed,  y’are  wond’rous  fair ; 

$o  on  the  out-fide  Sodom's  Apples  were  : 
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And  yet  within  when  open’d  to  the  View, 

Not  half  fo  dang’rous,  or  fo  foul  as  you. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Unhappy  wretched  Woman  that  I  am  ? 

And  you  unworthy  of  a  Hufband’s  Name! 

Do  you  not  biuih  ? 

KING. 

Yes,  Madam,  for  your  Shame. 

Blufh  too  my  Judgment  e’er  Ihould  prove  fo  faint. 

To  let  me  cliufe  a  Devil  for  a  Saint. 

When  firft  I  faw  and  lov’d  that  tempting  Eye, 

The  Fiend  within  the  Flame  I  did  not  fpy  j 
But  dill  ran  on  and  cherilh’d  my  Defires, 

For  heav’nly  Beams  miftook  infernal  Fires : 

Such  raging  Fires,  as  you  have  fince  thought  fit 
Alone  my  Son,  my  Son’s  hot  Youth  fhould  meet. 

Oh  Vengeance,  Vengeance!—— 

%JU  EE  N. 

- Poor  ungenerous  King  ! 

How  mean’s  the  Soul  from  which  fuch  thoughts  mull 
Was  it  for  this  I  did  fo  late  fubmit,  [fpririg  ! 

To  let  you  whine  and  languish  at  my  Feet ; 

When  with  falfe  Oaths  you  did  my  Heart  beguile. 

And  profer’d  all  your  Empire  for  a  Smile?  ( 

Then,  then  my  Freedom  ’twas  I  did  refign, 

Tho’  you  ftill  fwore  you  would  preferve  it  mine. 

And  ftill  it  fhall  be  fo,  for  from  this  Flour 
I  vow  to  hate,  and  never  fee  you  more. 

Nay,  frown  not,  Philip ,  for  you  foon  ihall  know 
I  can  refent-and  rage  as  well  as  you. 

KING. 

Ey  Hell,  her  Pride’s  as  raging  as  her  Lull. 

A  Guard  there  —Seize  the  Queen -  [Enter  Guard. 
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Enter  Carlos,  and  intercepts  the  Guards. 

Don  CARLOS. 

- Hold,  Sir,  be  j  aft. 

Firft  look  on  me,  whom  once  you  call’d  your  Son  ; 

A  Title  I  was  always  proud  to  own. 

KING. 

Good  Ileav’n  !  to  merit  this  what  have  I  done. 

That  he  too  dares  before  my  Sight  appear  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

Why,  Sir,  where  is  the  Caufe  that  I  fhould  fear  ? 
Bold  in  my  Innocence,  I  come  to  know 
The  Reafon  why  you  ufe  this  Princefs  fo  ? 

KING. 

Sure  I  fhall  find  fome  way  to  raife  this  Siege-: 

He  talks  as  if ’twere  for  his  Privilege. 

Foul  ravifher  of  all  my  Honour,  hence  ! 

But  flay  !  Guards,  with  the  Queen  fecure  the  Prince. 
Wherefore  in  my  Revenge  fhould  I  be  flow  ? 

Now  in  my  Reach,  I’ll  dafh  ’em  at  a  Blow. 

Enter  Don  John  of  Austria,  Edoii,  Henrietta, 
and  Garcia. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  come,  great  Sir,  with  Wonder  here,  to  fee 
Your  Rage  grown  up  to  this  Extremity. 

Again!!  your  beauteous  Queen,  and  loyal  Son  ; 

What  is’t  that  they  to  merit  Chains  have  done  ? 

Cr  is’t  your  own  wild  Jealoufy  alone  r 

KING.  , 

O  Avftria ,  thy  vain  Enquiry  ceafe, 

If  thou  haft  any  value  for  thy  Peace. 

TV? y  mighty  Wrongs  fo  loud  an  Accent  bear, 
’Fwould  make  thee  miferable  but  to  hear. 
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Father,  if  T  may  dare  to  call  you  fo, 

Since  now  I  doubt,  if  I’m  your  Son  or  no ; 

As  you  have  feal’d  my  Doom,  I  may  complain. 

KING. 

Will  then  that  Monfter  dare  to  fpeak  again  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

Yes :  Dying  Men  Ihould  not  their  Thoughts  dilguife  j 
And  fince  you  take  fuch  Joy  in  Cruelties, 

-Ere  of  my  Death  the  new  Delight  begin, 

Be  pleas’d  to  hear  how  cruel  you  have  been. 

Time  was  that  we  were  fmil’d  on  by  our  Fate, 

.You  not  unjuft,  nor  l  unfortunate: 

Then,  then,  1  was  your  Son,  and  you  were  glad 
To  hear  my  early  Praife  was  talk’d  abroad. 

Then  Love’s  dear  Sweets  you  to  me  would  difplay, 

Told  me  where  this  rich  beauteous  Treafure  lay, 

And  how  to  gain’t  inftrudted  me  the  Way. 

I  came,  and  Taw,  and  lov’d,  and  blefs’d  you  for’t. 

But  then  when  Love  had  feal’d  her  to  my  Heart, 

You  violently  tore  her  from  my  Side  : 

And  ’caufe  my  bleeding  Wound  I  could  not  hide, 

/But  ftill  fome  Pleafure  to  behold  her  took, 

You  now  will  have  my  Life  but  for  a  Look, 

Wholly  forgetting  all  the  Pains  1  bore. 

Your  Heart  with  envious  Jealoufy  boils  o’er, 

’Caufe  1  can  love  no  lefs,  and  you  no  more. 

HE  NR  IE  rr  A. 

Alas  1  how  can  you  hear  his  foft  Complaint, 

And  not  your  harden’d  ftubborn  Heart  relent  ? 

Turn,  bir,  furvey  that  comely,  awful  Man, 

And  to  my  Pray’rs  be  cruel  if  you  can. 

KING. 

Away,  Deluder ;  who  taught  thee  to  fue  ? 
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E  BO  LI. 

Loving  the  Queen,  what  is’t  the  lefs  can  do, 

Than  lend  her  Aid  againft  the  dreadful  Storm  : 

KING. 

Why  can  the  Devil  dwell  too  in  that  Form  ? 

This  is  their  little  Engine  by  the  by, 

A  Scout  to  watch,  and  tell  when  Danger’s  nigh. 
Come,  pretty  Sinner,  thou’lt  inform  me  all, 

How,  where,  and  when  ;  nay  do  not  fear - you  lhall. 

H  E  NR  IE  TT  A. 

Ah,  Sir,  unkind! - 

KING. 

— —  Now  hold  thy  Syren’s  Tongue  : 

Who  would  have  thought  there  was  a  Witch  fo  youn°-  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

Can  you  to  fuing  Beauty  flop  your  Ears ; 

[Takes  up  Hen.  and  makes  bis  Addrcfs  to  her. 
Heav’n  lays  its  Thunders  by,  and  gladly  hears. 

When  Angels  are  become  Petitioners. 

E  BOLL 

Ha !  what  makes  Aujtria  fo  officious  there  ? 

That  Glance  feems  as  it  fent  his  Heart  to  her. 

\Afide  to  Garcia, 

Don  CARLOS. 

A  Banquet  then  of  Blood  nnce  you  delign, 

Yet  you  may  fatisfy  yourfelf  with  mine. 

I  love  the  Queen,  1  have  confefs’d,  ’tis  true : 

Proud  too  to  think  I  love  her  more  than  you  ; 

Tho’  die,  by  Heav'n,  is  clear — ~but  I  indeed 
Have  been  unjuft,  and  do  deferve  to  bleed. 

There  were  no  lawlefs  Thoughts  that  1  did  want, 

Which  Love  had  Pow’r  to  alk,  or  Beauty  grant ; 
ri  ho’  I  ne’er  yet  found  Hopes  to  raife  ’em  on,  1 

For  Ihe  did  ftill  preferve  her  Honour’s  1  hrone,  > 
And  dalh  the  bold  afpiring  Devils  down.  j 

If 
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rf  to  her  Caufe  you  do  not  Credit  give,  1 

Fondly  againft  your  Happinefs  you’ll  drive  ;  V 

As  fome  lofe  Heav’n,  becaufe  they  won’t  believe.  j 
QUEEN. 

Whild,  Prince,  my  Prefervation  you  defign. 

Blot  not  your  Virtue  to  add  more  to  mine. 

The  Clearnefs  of  my  Truth  I’d  not  have  lhown, 

By  any  other  Light  befides  its  own. 

No,  Sir,  he  thro’  Defpair  all  this  has  faid. 

And  owns  Offences  which  he  never  made. 

Why  Ihould  you  think  that  I  would  do  you  wrong  ? 
Mud  I  needs  be  unchafte,  becaufe  I’m  young  ? 
KING. 

Unconflant  wav’ring  Heart,  why  heav’d  thou  fo  ? 

I  (hiver  all,  and  know  not  what  I  do. 

I  who  ere  now  have  Armies  led  to  Fight, 

Thought  War  a  Sport,  and  Danger  a  Delight ; 

Whole  Winter  Nights  hood  under  Heav’n’s  wide  Roof, 
Daring  my  Foes ;  now  am  not  Beauty  proof. 

Oh  turn  away  thofe  Bafililks,  thy  Eyes ; 

ThThfettion’s  fatal,  and  who  fees  ’em  dies.  [ Going  avjaj. 

QUEEN. 

Oh,  do  not  fly  me ;  I  have  no  Defign 
Upon  your  Life,  for  you  may  yet  fave  mine.  [Kneels. 
Or  if  at  lad  I  mud  my  Breath  fubmit. 

Here  take  it,  ’tis  an  Off’ring  at  your  Feet : 

Will  you  not  look  on  me,  my  deared  Lord  ? 

KING. 

Why  ?  Wouldd  thou  live  r— 


QUEEN. 

Yes,  if  you’ll  fay  the  Word. 
Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  Heav’n  !  how  coldly  and  unmov’d  he  fees 
A  praying  Beauty  profirate  on  her  Knees ! 

Rife,  Madam -  [Steps  to  take  her  up. 
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KING. 

— —  Eold  Encroacher,  touch  her  not : 

Into  my  Breaft  her  Glances  thick  are  lhot. 

Not  true  ! - Stay,  let  me  fee — by  Heav’n,  thou  art 

[Looks  earnejily  on  her . 

« - A  falfe  vile  Woman - Oh  my  foolilh  Heart ! 

I  give  thee  Life — but  from  this  time  refrain, 

And  never  come  into  my  Sight  again : 

Be  banilh’d  ever. - 

QUEEN. 

This  you  mull  not  do. 

At  leaft  till  I’ve  convinc’d  you  1  am  true. 

Grant  me  but  fo  much  time  ;  and  when  that’s  done. 

If you  think  fit,  for  ever  I’ll  be  gone. 

-KING. 

I’ve  all  this  while  been  angry,  but  in  vain  : 

She  heats  me  firfi,  then  ftroaks  me  tame  again. 

Oh,  wert  thou  true,  how  happy  (hould  I  be  ! 
Think’ll  thou  that  I  have  Joy  to  part  with  thee  i 
No,  all  my  Kingdom  for  the  Blifs  I'd  give : 

Nay,  tho’  it  were  not  fo,  but  to  believe. 

Come,  for  I  can’t  avoid  it,  cheat  me  quite. 

QUEEN. 

I  would  not,  Sir,  deceive  you,  if  I  might. 

But  if  you’ll  take  my  Oaths,  by  all  above, 

’Tis  you,  and  only  you,  that  1  will  love. 

KING. 

Thus  as  a  Mariner  that  fails  along, 

With  Pleafure  hears  th’  enticing  Siren's  Song, 

Unable  quite  his  llrong  Defires  to  bound, 

Boldly  leaps  in,  tho’  certain  to  be  drown’d. 

Come  to  my  Eofom  then,  make  no  Delay  : 

[T akes  her  in  his  Arms. 

My  Rape  is  huih’d,  and  I  have  room  for  Joy. 

QUEEN. 
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QUEEN. 

Again  you’ll  think  that  I  unjuft  will  prove. 

KING. 

No,  thou  art  all  o’er  Truth,  and  I  all  Love. 

Oh  that  we  might  for  ever  thus  remain 
In  folded  Arms,  and  never  part  again  ! 

QJJEEN. 

Command  me  any  thing,  and  try  your  Pow’r. 

KING. 

Then  from  this  Minute  ne’er  fee  Carlos  more. 

Thou  Slave,  that  dar’ft  do  Ill  with  fuch  a  Port, 

For  ever  here  1  banifh  thee  my  Court. 

Within  fome  Cloifter  lead  a  private  Life, 

That  I  may  love  and  rule  without  this  Strife* 

Here,  Eboli,  receive  her  to  thy  Charge  : 

The  Treafure’s  precious,  and  the  Truft  is  large. 

Whilft  I  retiring  hence,  myfelf  make  fit 

To  wait  for  Joys,  which  are  too  fierce  to  meet.  [Ex.  King. 

Don  CARL  OS. 

My  Exile  from  his  Prefence  I  can  bear  J 

With  Pleafure  :  But,  no  more  to  look  on  her !  > 

Oh  ’tis  a  dreadful  Curfe  I  cannot  bear.  ^ 

No,  Madam,  all  his  Pow’r  fhall  nothing  do  : 

I’ll  ftay  and  take  my  Banifhment  from  you. 

Do  you  command  me,  fee  how  far  I’ll  fly. 

QUEEN. 

Will  Carlos  be  at  laft  my  Enemy  ? 

Confider,  this  Submiflion  I  have  ihown. 

More  to  preferve  your  Safety  than  my  own. 
Ungratefully  you  needlefs  ways  devife 
To  lofe  a  Life  which  I  fo  dearly  prize. 

Don  CARLOS. 

So  now  her  Fortune’s  made,  and  I  am  left 
Alone,  a  naked  Wanderer  to  fhift. 
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lam, you  mighthave  fpar’d  the  Cruelty ; [7" o  the Queen. 
Hors'd  with  your  Sight  I  was  prepar’d  to  die. 

But  now  to  lofe  it  drives  me  to  Defpair, 

Making  me  wifh  to  die,  and  yet  not  dare. 

Well,  to  fome  folitary  Shore  I’ll  roam. 

Ami  never  more  into  your  Prefence  come, 

Slace  I  already  find  I’m  troublefome.  [Is  going. 
QUEEN. 

"  Stay,  Sir,  yet  flay  : — You  fhall  not  leave  me  fia. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Ka!— - - 

QUEEN. 

— — I  mull  talk  with  you  before  you  go. 

Oh  Carlos,  how  unhappy  is  our  State  ? 

How  foul  a  Game  was  play’d  us  by  our  Fate? 

Who  promis’d  fair  when  we  did  firft  begin. 

Till  envying  to  fee  us  like  to  win. 

Strait  fell  to  cheat,  and  threw  the  falfe  Lot  in. 

My  Vows  to  you  I  now  remember  all. 

Don  CARLOS. 

vOh  Madam,  I  can  hear  no  more -  ^Kneels. 

QUEEN. 

■ - You  fhall.——— 

For  I  can’t  chufe  but  let  you  know,  that  I, 

If  you’ll  refolve  on’t,  yet  will  with  you  die. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Sure  nobler  Gallantry  was  never  known, 

Good  Heav’n  !  This  Blelfing  is  too  much  for  one  : 

No,  ’tis  enough  for  me  to  die  alone. 

My  Father,  all  my  Foes  I  now  forgive. 

QUEEN. 

Nay,  Sir,  by  all  our  Loves  I  charge  you  live. 

But  to  what -Country,  wherefoe’er  you  go. 

Forget  not  me,  for  I’ll  remember  you. 

1 Ion 
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Don  CAR  LOS. 

Shall  I  fuch  Virtue  and  fudi  Charms  forget  3 
No,  never. - 

QUEEN. 

- - Oh  that  we  had  never  met. 

But  in  our  aidant  Climates  frill  been  free  ! 

I  might  have  heard  of  you,  and  you  of  me  : 

So  towards  Happinefs  more  fafely  mov’d  ; 

And  never  been  thus  wretched,  yet  have  lov’d. 

What  makes  you  look  fo  wildly  ? — Why  d'ye  Hart  ? 

Den  CARLOS. 

A  faint  cold  Damp  is  thickning  round  my  Heart, 
QUEEN. 

What  lhall  we  do  ? - 

Don  CARLOS. 

——Do  any  thing  but  part ; 

Or  Hay  fo  long  ’till  my  poor  Soul  expires 
In  view  of  all  the  Glory  it  admires. 

EBOLI. 

In  fuch  a  Lover  how  might  I  be  blefs’d  1 
©h  !  were  1  of  that  noble  Heart  polfefs’d. 

How  foft,  how  eafy  would  I  make  his  Bands !  \_AJide. 
But,  Madam,,  you  forget  the  King’s  Commands : 

[To  the  Queen. 

Longer  to  flay,  your  Dangers  you’ll  renew.  "l 

Don  CARLOS.  / 

Ah  Princefs !  Lover’s  Pains  you  never  knew;  T 
Qr  what  it  is  to  part,  as  we  muft  do.  J 

Part  too  for  ever - 

After  one  Minute,  never  more  to  fland 
Fix’d  on  thofe  Eyes,  or  prefling  this  foft  Hand. 
’Fwerebut  enough  to  feed  one,  and  not  llarve : 

Yet  that  is  more  than  1  did  e’er  deferve  : 

THo’  Fate  to  us  is  niggardly  and  poor, 

That  from  Eternity  can’t  fpare  one  Flour. 
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Don  Carlos, 

QUEEN. 

If  it  were  had,  that  Hour  would  foon  be  gone , 

And  we  Ihould  vvilh  to  draw  another  on. 

No,  rigorous  Necefiity  has  made 

Us  both  his  Slaves,  and  now  will  be  obey’d. 

Come  let  us  try  the  parting  Blow  to  bear. 

Adieu - 

Don  CARLOS. 

Farewel.  [ Looking  at  each  other. 

- I’m  fix’d  and  rooted  here, 

I  cannot  ftir* - 

QUEEN. 

Shall  I  the  Way  then  Ihow  ? 

Now  hold,  my  Heart - 

[Gees  to  the  Door  then  flops.,  and  turns  lack  again,. 
Nay,  Sir,  why  don’t  you  go  i 

Don  CARLOS, 

Why  do  you  flay  ? 

QUEEN. 

I  won’t. - 

Don  CARLOS. 

- You  Ihall  awhile  [Kneels, 

With  one  Look  more  my  Miferies  beguile, 

That  may  fupport  my  Heart  till  you  are  gone. 

QJJE  E  N. 

Ch  Eboli  !  thy  Help,  or  I’m  undone, 

[Takes  hold  on  Ebeli, 

Here  take  it  then,  and  with  it  too  my  Life. 

[Leans  into  Eboli’r  Arms . 

*  Don  CARLOS. 

My  Courage  with  my  Tortures  is  at  Strife 
Since'  my  Griefs  Cowards  are,  and  dare  not  kill. 

I’ll  try  to  vanquilh  and  out-toil  the  Ill. 

Well,  Madam,  now  I’m  fomething  hardier  grown  : 
Since  I  at  lalt  perceive  you  moll  be  gone. 


To 
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To  venture  the  Encounter  I’ll  be  bold  ;  [LeaJ-s.her  to  tht 
For  certainly  my  Heart  will  fo  long  hold.  [Door.. 

Farewel - be  happy  as  y’are  fair  and  true. 

QUEEN. 

And  all  Heav’n’s  kindeft  Angels  wait  on  you. 

[Exit  nvitb  Eholiv 

Don  CARLO  S. 

Thus  long  I’ve  wander’d  in  Love’s  crooked  Way, 

By  Hope’s  deluding  Meteor  led  aftray  : 

For  ere  I’ve  half  the  dang’rous  Defert  crofs’d, 

The  glim’ring  Light’s  gone,  out,  and  I  am  loft. 

[£;wV  Don  Carlos.. 
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ACT  IV,  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE,  The  Anti- Chamber  to  the  Queen’s 
Apartment. 

Enter  Don  Carlos  and  P  o  s  a  , 


Don  C  A  R  LOS. 

THE  next  is  the  Apartment  of  the  Queen  :  "7 

In  vain  I  try,  I  muft  not  venture  in.  [Is going. 
Thus  is  it  with  the  Souls  of  murder’d  Men,  [Returns,  j 
Who  to  their  Bodies  tvould  again  repair ;  1 

But  finding  that  they  cannot  enter  there,  > 

Mourning  and  groaning  wander  in  the  Air.  J 

Robb’d  of  my  Love,  and  as  unjuftly  thrown  i 

I  rom  all  thofe  Hopes  that  promis’d  me  a  Crown  ;  > 

My  Heart,  with  the  Difhonours  to  me  done,  J 

is  pciibn’d,  fwells  too  mighty  for  my  Bread  : 

But  it  will  break,  and  I  fnali  be  at  Reft. 

No  :  Dull  Defpair  this  Soul  fhall  never  load  : 

Tho’  Patience  be  tlte  Virtue  of  a  God, 

Gods  never  feel  the  Ills  that  govern  here, 

Or  are  above  the  Injuries  we  bear. 

Father  and  King  ;  both  Names  bear  mighty  Senfe  : 

Yet  lure  there’s  fomething  too  in  Son  and  Prince. 

I  was  born  high,  and  will  not  fall  lefs  great ;  1 

Since  I  Humph  crown’d  my  Birth,  I’ll  have  my  Fate  > 
As  glorious  and  majeltic  too  as  that.  j 

To  Flanders,  Pofa ,  ftraight  my  Letters  fend  ; 

Tell  ’em  the  injur’d  Carlos  is  their  Friend: 

And 
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And  that  to  head  their  Forces  I  delign  ; 

So  vindicate  their  Caufe,  if  they  dare  mine. 

POSA. 

To  th’  Rebels?- - 

Don  CARLO  S'. 

No,  th’are  Friends ;  their  Caufe  is  juft; 

Or,  when  T  make  it  mine,  at  lead  it  mud. 
let  th’ common  Pout  like  Beads lo»e  to  be  dull, 

Whild  fordidly  they  live  at  Fafe  and  full  ; 

Senfelefs  what 'Honour  and  Ambition  means. 

And  ignorantly  drag  their  Load  of  chains. 

I  am  a  Prince,  have  had  a  Crown  in  view. 

And-,  can  not  brook  to  lofe  the  Profpeft  now. 

If  th’art  my  Friend,  do  not  my  Will  delay. 

POSA.. 

I’ll  do’t  ■■■■  ■■  -  [Exit  Pofa. 

Enter  E  B  o  l  i» 

E  3  0L  L 

My  .Lord. 

Den  CARLOS. 

Who  calls  me  ? 

EBO  LI. 

Yon  mud  day. 

Don  CARLOS. 

"What  News  of  frefh  Affii&ion  can  you  bear  ? 

E  BOLL. 

Suppofe  it  were  the  Queen  ;  you’d  day  for  her  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

For  her  ?  yes,  day  an  Age,  for  ever  day  ; 

Stay  ev’n  till  Time  itfelf  (hould  pafs  away  j 
Fix  here  a  Statue  never  to  remove, 

An  everlading  Monument  of  Love. 

ThT,  may  a  Thing  fo  wretched  as  I  am 
But  the  lead  Place  in  her  Remembrance  claim  ? 

HS  E.BOU, 


if  4 


Don  Carlos, 

E  BO  LI. 

Yes,  if  you  dare  believe  me,  Sir,  you  do  ; 

We  both  can  talk  of  nothing  elfe  but  you  : 

WhilH  from  the  Theme  ev’n  Emulation  fprings. 

Each  firiving  who  lhall  fay  the  kindefi  Things. 

Don  CARLOS . 

But  from  that  Charity  I  poorly  live. 

Which  only  pities,  and  can  nothing  give. 

E  BOLI. 

Nothing !  propofe  what  ’tis  you  claim,  and  I, 

For  ought  you  know,  may  be  Security. 

Don  CARLOS. 

No,  Madam,  what’s  my  Due  none  e’er  can  pay  % 
There  Hands  that  Angel  Honour  in  the  way. 

Watching  his  Charge  with  never-fleeping  Eyes, 

And  Hops  my  Entrance  into  Paradife. 

E  BOLL 

What  Paradife  ?  What  Pleafures  can  you  know. 
Which  are  not  in  my  Power  to  beflow  ? 

Don  CAR  LOS. 

Love,  Love,  and  all  thofe  eager  melting  Charms, 

The  Queen  muH  yield  when  in  my  Father’s  Arms. 

That  Queen,  fo  excellently,  richly  fair, 

"Jo-ve,  could  he  come  again  a  Lover  here. 

Would  court  Mortality  to  die  for  her. 

Oh,  Madam,  take  not  Pleafure  to  renew 
Thofe  Pains,  which  if  you  felt,  you  would  not  do. 

E  BOLL 

Unkindly  urg’d :  7  hink  you  no  Senfe  I  have 
Of  what  you  feel  ?  Now  you  may  take  your  Leave  : 
Something  I  had  to  fay  ;  but  let  it  die. 

Don  CARLO  S. 

Why,  Madam,  who  has  injur’d  you  ?  Not  T. 

EBOL1. 
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Pu  i  N  C'E  </Spain. 
EBOLI. 

Nay,  Sir,  youV  Prefence  f  would  not  detain ;  . 

Alas !  you  do  not  hear  that  I  complain. 

Tho’  could  you  half  of  my  Misfortune  fee, 

Methinks  you  Ihould  incline  to  pity  me. 

Don  CARLOS. 

I  cannot  guefs  what  mournful  Tale  you’d  tell  £ 

But  I  am  certain  you  prepare  me  well. 

Speak,  Madam— 

EBOLI. 

Say  I  lov’d,  and  with  a  Flame, 

Which  even  melts  my  tender  Heart  to  name  : 

Lov’d  too  a  Man,  1  will  not  fay  ingrate, 

Becaufe  he’s  far  above  my  Birth  or  Fate  : 

Yet  fo  far  he  at  leaft  does  cruel  prove, 

He  profecutes  a  dead  and  hopelefs  Love, 

Starves  on  a  barren  Rock,  and  won’t  be  blefs’d, 

Tho’  I  invite  him  kindly  to  a  Feaft. 

Don  CAR  LOS. 

What  ftupid  Animal  could  fenfelefs  lie, 

Quicken’d  by  Beams  from  that  illuftrious  Eye  ? 

EBOLI. 

Nay,  to  encreafe  your  Wonder,  you  (hall  know,  . 
That  1,  alas !  am  forc’d  to  tell  him  too, 

Till  ev’n  1  blulh,  as  now  1  tell  it  you. 

Don  CARLOS. 

You  neither  fhall  have  Caufe  of  Shame  cr  Fear, 
Whofe  Secrets  fafe  within  my  Bofom  are. 

EBOLI. 

Then  farther  I  the  Riddle  may  explain, 

Survey  that  Face,  and  blame  me  if  you  can. 

[  Shews  him  bis  own  PiAtirs<» 

Don  CARLOS. 

Diftraftion  of  my  Eyes !  what  have  they  feen  ? 

’Tis  my  own  Pifiure,  which  I  fent  the  Queen, 
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When  to  her  Fame  I  paid  Devotion  jirlt, 

Expeftin'g  Blifs,  but  loft  it:  I  am  curs’d. 

Curs’d  too  in  thee,  who  from  my  Saint  dar’ll  fteal 
The  only  Relic  left  her  of  my  Zeal ; 

.And  with  the  Sacrilege  attempt  my  Heart-. 

Wert  thou  more  charming  than  thou  think’ll  thou  art> 
A1  mighty  Cove  preferves  the  Fort  for  her, 

And  bids  reliance  to  thy  Entrance  there. 

EBO  LI. 

Neglefted  !  Scorn’d  by  Fatherand  by  Son !' 

What  a.  malicious  Courfe  my  Stars  have  run  ? 

But  lince  1  meet  with  fuch  unlucky  Fate 
Jn  Love,  I’ll  try  how  I  can  thrive  in  Hate  : 

My  own  dull  Huihand  may  affi.lt  in  that. 

To  his  Revenge  I’ll  give  him  frefh  Alarms, 

And  with  the  grey  old  Wizard  muller  Charms. 

1  have’tj  thanks,, thanks.  Revenge::; Prince, ’tis  thyBane*- 

[AJlde.,. 

Can  you  forgive  me,  Sir  ?  1  hope  you  can. 

[Ah  Carlos  mildly „ 

I’ll  try  t-o  recompenfe  the  Wrongs  I’ve  done, 

And  better  finilh  what  is  ill  begun. 

Don  CARL  OS. 

Madam,  you  at  fo  llrange  a  Rate  proceed, 

2  ihall  begin  to  think  you  lov’d  indeed. 

EBOLL 

No  matter  ;  be  but  to  my  Honour  true. 

As  you  Ihall  ever  find  I’ll  be  to  you_ 

The  Queen’s  my  Charge,  and  you  may,  on  that  Sco:®, 
Prefume  that  you  Ihall  fee  her  yet  once  more. 

I’ll  lead  you  to  thofe  fo  much  worfhipp’d  Charms, 

And  yield  you  to  my  happy  Rival’s  Arms. 

Don  CAR  LOS. 

In  what  a  mighty  Sum  Ihall  I  be  bound'? 

2  did  not  think  fuch  Virtue  could  be  found. 
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Thou  Midrefs  of  all  bell  Perfe&ions,  day  : 

Fairr  1  in  Gratitude  would  fomething  fay  ; 

But  am  too- far  in  Debt  for  Thanks  to  pay. 

Enter  Bon  John  of  Austria* 

Bon  JOHN. 

Where  is  that  Prince,  he  whofe  Affliftions  fpeak 
So  loud,  as  all  Hearts  but  his  own  might  break  > 

Bon  C  A  R  L  O  St 

My  Lord,  what  Fate  has  lefrme,  I  am  here 
Mere  Man,  of  all  my  Comfort  dripp’d  and  bare. 

Cnee,  like  a  Vine-,  i  flourilh’d,  and  was  young, 

Rich  in  my  ripening  Hopes  that  fpoke  me  ftrong 
But  now  a  dry  and  wither’d  Stock  am  grown, 

And  all  my  Cluders  and  my  Branches  gone. 

Bon  JOHN. 

Amongft  thofe  Numbers  which  your  Wrongs  deplore. 
Than  me  there’s  none  that  can  relent  ’em  more. 

I  feel  a  gen’rous  Grudging  in  my  Bread, 

To  fee  fuch  Honour,-  and  fuch  Hopes  opprefs’d. 

The  King  your  Father  is  my  Brother,  true  $ 

But  1  fee  more  that’s  like  myfelf  in  s  ou. 

Free-bom  I  am,  and  not  on  him  depend. 

Oblig’d  to  none,  but  whom  I  call  my  Friend. 

And  if  that  Title  you  think  fit  to  bear. 

Accept  the  Confirmation  of  it  here.  [Embraces , 

Don.  CAR  LOS. 

From  you,  to  whom  i’m.by  fuch  Kindnefs  ty’d. 

The  Secrets  of  my  Soul  1  will  not  hide. 

This  gen’rous  Princefs  has  her  Promife  giv’n, 

I  once  more  lhall  be  brought  in  Sight  of  Heav’n  j 
To  the  fair  Queen,  my  lad  Devotion  pay  : 

And  then  for  Flanders  I  intend  my  Way, 

Where  to  th’  infulting  Rebels  I’ll  give  Law, 

To  keep  myfelf  from  Wrongs,  and  them  in  Awe. 

Boa 
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Don  Carlos, 

Don  JOHN-. 

Profperity  to  the  Defign,  ’tis  good  ; 

Both  worthy  of  your  Honour  and  your  Blood. 

Don  CARLO  S. 

My  Lord,  your  fpreading  Glories  flouriih  high,  J 
Above  the  Beach  or  Shock  ofDeftiny;  > 

Mine  early  nipt,  like  Buds  untimely  die.  j 

Enter  Officer,  of  the  Guards. . 

OFFICER. 

My  Lord,  I  grieve  to  tell  what  you  mull  hear;  1 
They  are  unwelcome  Orders-  which  1  bear,  > 

Which  are  to  guard  you  as  a  Prifoner.  3 

Don  CARLOS. 

A  Pris’ner  !  What  new  Game  of  Fate’s  begun  ?  J 
Henceforth  be  ever  curs’d  the  Name  of  Son,  > 

Since  I  mull:  be  a  Slave,  becaufe  Pm  one.  J 

Duty!  to  whom?  He’s  not  my  Father:  No: 

Back  with  your  Orders  to  the  tyrant  go ; 

Tell  him  his  Fury  drives  too  much  one  Way; 

Pm  weary  on’t,  and  can  no  more  obey. 

Don  JOHN. 

If  alk’d  by  whofe  Commands  you  did  decline 
Your  Orders,  tell  my  Brother, ’twas  bymine.[F.r.  Officer. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Now  were  I  certain  it  would  fink  me  quite, 

I’d  fee  the  Queen  once  more,  tho’  but  in  fpite  ; 

Tho’  he  with  all  his  Fury  were  in  place, 

I  would  carefs  and  court  her  to  his  Face. 

Oh  that  I  could  this  Minute  die,  if  fo 
What  he  had  loft  he  might  too  lately  know, 

Curfing  himfelf  to  think  what  he  has  done  : 

For  I  was  ever  an  obedient  Son  ; 

With  Pleafure  all  his  Glories  faw,  when  young, 
Look’d,  and  with  Pride  confidering  whence  I  fprung  ; 

Joyfully 
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Joyfully  under  him  and  free  I  play’d, 

Balk’d  in  his  Shine,  and  wanton’d  in  his  Shade - - 

But  now - 

Cancelling  all  whate’er  he  then  conferr’d. 

He  thruds  me  out  among  the  common  Herd: 

Nor  quietly  will  there  permit  my  Stay, 

But  drives  and  haunts  me  like  a  Bead  of  Prey. 

Affliction  !  O  Affliction  !  ’tis  too  great. 

Nor  have  I  ever  learnt  to  fuffer  yet. 

Tho’  Ruin  at  me  from  each  Side  takes  Aim, 

And  I  Hand  thus  encompafs’d  round  with  Flame  ; 

Tho’  the  devouring  Fire  approaches  fad  ;  T) 

Yet  will  I  try  to  plunge  ;  if  Pow’r  wade,  (. 

I  can  at  word  but  fink,  and  burn  at  lad.  3 

[Ex.  Don  Carlos. 

Don  JOHN. 

Go  on,  purfue  thy  Fortune  while  ’tis  hot : 

I  long  for  V7ork  where  Honour’s  to  be  got. 

But,  Madam,  to  this  Prince  you’re  wond’rous  kind. 

EBO  LI. 

You  are  no  lefs  to  Henriet,  I  find. 

Don  JOHN. 

Why  file’s  a  Beauty,  tender,  young,  and  fair. 

E  BOLI. 

I  thought  I  might  in  Charms  have  equaJPd  her. 

You  told  me  once  my  Beauty  was  not  lefs. 

Is  this  your  Faith  Are  thefe  your  Promifes  ? 

Don  JOHN 

You  would  feem  jealous,  but  are  crafty  grown  : 
Tax  me  of  Fallhood  to  conceal  your  own. 

Go,  y’are  a  Woman - 

EBO  LI. 

Yes,  I  know  I  am  : 

And  by  my  Weaknefs  do  deferve  that  Name, 


When 
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When  Heart  and  Honour  I  to  you  refign’d. 

Would  I  were  not  a  Woman,  or  lefs  kind. 

Don  'JOHN. 

Thinfcyou  your  Fallhood  was  not  plainly  feen> 

When  to  your  Charge  my  Brother  gave  the  Queen  ? 

Too  well  I  Taw  it;  how  did  you  difpenfe 
In  Looks  your  Pity  to  to’  afflifted  Prince  ? 

Whilft  I  my  Duty  paid  the  King,  your  Time 
You  watch’d,  and  fix’d  your  melting^  Eyes  on  him;. 
Admir’cLhim - 

EB  0  L  I. 

Yes,  Sir,  for  his  ConUancy. - —  - 

But  ’twas  with  Pain,  to  think  you  falfe  to  me, 

"When  to  another’s  Eye  you  Homage  paid, 

And  my  true  Love  wrong’d  and  negledted  laid, . 
Wrong’d  too  fo  far  as  nothing  can  reflore. 

Don  JOHN. 

Nay,  then  let’s  part,  and  think  of  Love  no  more. 
Farewell -  J\Dj?»John  is  goings 

EB  O  L  I. 

Farewel,  if  y’are  refolv’d  to  go : 

Inhuman  Aufiria,  can  you  leave  me  fo  ?. 

Enough  my  Soul  is  by  your  Falfhood  rack’d  ;  • 

Add  not  to  your  inconltancy  Negleft. 

Methinks  you  fo  far  might  have  grateful  prov’dy 
Not  to  have  quite  forgotten  that  1  lov’d. 

Don  JOHN. 

If  ere  you  lov’d, ’tis  you,  not  r,  forget;. 

For  a  Pemove  is  here  too  deeply  fet. 

Firm  rooted,  and  <for  ever  mufi  remain. 

[Eboli  turns  aixny. 

Why  thus  unkind  ? 

EB  0  L  1. 

Why  are  you  jealous  then  ?  [Turns  to  him. 

Don . 
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Dote  JOHN. 

Come,  let  it  be  no  more !  I’m  hufh’d  and  Hill ! 
Will  you  forgive  ? 

E  B  OLI. 

How  can  you  doubt  my  Will  ? 

I  do. 

Don  JOHN. 

Then  fend  me  not  away  unblefs’d. 

EBOLI. 


Till  you  return  I  will  not  think  of  Red; : 

Carlos  will  hither  fuddenly  repair. 

The  next  Apartment’s  mine ;  I’ll  wait  you  there. 
Farewel.  [Eboli  ferns  to  weep* 


Don  JOHN. 

O  do  not  let  me  fee  a  Tear ; 

It  quenches  Joy,  and  Hides  Appetite. 

I. ike  War’s  tierce  God  upon  my  Bills  I’d  prey  5 
Who,  from  the-furious  'foils  of  Arms  all  Day, 
Returning  home  to  Love’s  fair  Queen  at  Night, 

Comes  riotous  and  hot  with  full  Delight — \_Ex.  D.  John. 
EBOLI. 

He’as  reap’d  his  Joys,  and  now  he  would  be  free* 

And  to  effect  it  puts  on  Jealoufy  : 

But  I’m  as  much  a  Libertine  as  he  ; 

As  fierce  my  Will,  as  furious  my  Defires. 

Yet  will  I  hold  him  ;  tho’  Enjoyment  tires, 

Tho’  Love  and  Appetite  be  at  the  beft. 

He’ll  ferve,  as  common  Meats  fill  up  a  Feaft, 

And  look  like  Elenty,  tho’  we  never  tafte. 

Enter  Rui-Gomez, 

Old  Lord,  I  bring  thee  News  will  make  thee  young. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Speak  ;  there  was  always  Mufic  in  thy  Tongue 

EBOLI. 


! 
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1:6-2  Don  Carlos, 

E  BOLL 

Thy  Foes  are  tott’ring,  and  the  Day’s  thy  own  i 
Give  ’em  but  one  Lift  now,  and  they  go  down* 
Quickly  to  th’  King  and  all  his  Doubts  renew  ; 

Appear  dillurb'd,  as  if  you  fomething  knew 
Too  difficult  and  dang’rous  to  relate, 

Then  bring  him  hither  lab’ring  with  the  Weight. 

I  will  take  care  that  Curios  lhall  be  here  : 

So  for  his  jealous  Eyes  a  Sight  prepare. 

Shall  prove  more  fatal  than  Medufa's  Head, 

And  he  more  monftrous  feem  than  !he  e’er  ma$le. 

Enter  King  attended. 

KING. 

Still  how  this  Tyrant  Doubt  torments  my  Breaft! 
When  lhall  I  get  th’  Ufurper  difpoffefs’d  ?  C. 

My  Thoughts, likeBirds  when  frighted  from  their  Reft,  } 
Around  the  Place  where  all  was  hulh’d  before.. 

Flutter,  and  hardly  fettle  any  more —  • 

Ha,  Gomez,  what  art  thou  thus  muling  on  ?  [Sees  Gomez* 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

I’m  thinking  what  it  is  to  have  a  Son, 

What  mighty  Cares,  and  what  tempeftuous  Strif* 
Attend  on  an  unhappy  Father’s  Life  : 

How  Children  Bleffings  feem,  but  Torments  are. 

When  young,  our  Folly ;  and  when  old,  our  Feav 

KING. 

Why  doll  thou  bring  thele  odd  Refleflions  here-?  • 
Thou  envieft  fure  the  Quiet  which  I  bear. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

No,  Sir,  I  joy  in  th’  Eafe  which  you  poflefs. 

And  wilh  you  never  may  have  Caufe  for  lefs. 

KING. 

Have  Caufe  for  lefs !  come  nearer,  thou  art  fad. 

And  look’d  as  thou  would!!  tell  me  that  I  had. 


Now, 
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Now,  now  I  feel  it  riling  up  again - ■ — 

Speak  quickly,  where  is  Carlos  ?  where  the  Queen  ? 
Whatnota Word?  Havemy  Wrongsftrucktheedumb?  1 
Or  art  thou  fwol’n  and  labouring  with  my  Doom,  > 
Yet  dar’ft  not  let  the  fatal  Secret  come  ?  j, 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Heav’n  great  Infirmities  to  Age  allots : 

I’m  old,  and  have  a  thoufand  doting  Thoughts, 

Seek  not  to  know  ’em,  Sir. 

KING. 

By  Heav’n  I  mufl. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Nay, I  would  not  be  by  Compulfion  juft. 

KING. 

Yet,  if  without  it  you  refufe,  you  {hall. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Grant  me  then  one  Requeft,  I’ll  tell  you  all* 

KING. 

Name  thy  Petition,  and  conclude  it  done. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

It  is  that  you  would  here  forgive  your  Son, 

Por  all  his  paft  Offences  to  this  Hour. 

KING. 

Th’aft  almoft  alk’d  a  Thing  beyond  my  Pow’r* 

But  fo  much  Goodnefs  i’th’  Requeft  I  find. 

Spite  of  myfelf  I’ll  for  thy  Sake  be  kind  : 

His  Pardon’s  feal’d  ;  the  Secret  now  declare. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Alas !  ’tis  only  that  I  faw  him  here. 

KING. 

Where  ?  With  the  Queen  !  Yes,yes,  ’tis  fo.  I’m  fure>. 
Never  were  Wrongs  fo  great  as  I  endure  : 

So  great,  that  they  are  grown  beyond  Complaint, 

For  half  my  Patience  might  have  made  a  Saint. 

Oh  Woman !  Monftrous  Woman  ! 

Did 
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Did  I  for  this  into  my  Breaft  receive 
The  promifing  repenting  Fugitive  ? 

But,  Gomez ,  I  will  throw  her  back  again  ; 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  me  fmile,  and  tear  her  then-.- 
I’ll  crulh  her  Heart  where  all  the  Poifon  lies. 

Till  when  the  Venom's  out,  the  Viper  dies. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

They  the  belt  V  ethod  of  Revenge  purfue,. 

■Who  fo  contrive  that  it  may  Juitice  fhew  ; 

Stay  till  their  V\  rongs  appear  at  fuch  a  Head, 
Thatlnno:  ence  may  have  no  Room,  to  plead. 

Your  Fury,  Sir,  at  leaf!  a  while  delay  ; 

I  guefs  the  Prince  may  come  again  this  way  : 

Here  I’ll  withdraw,  and  watch  his  Privacy. 

KING. 

And  when  he’s  fix’d,  be  fure  bring  word  to  mft 
Till  then  I’ll  bridle  Vengeance,  and  retire. 

Within  my  Breaft  fupprefs  this  angry  Fire, 

Till  to  my  Eyes  my  Wrongs  themfelves  difplay  ;  "7 

Then,  like  a  Faulcon,  gently  cut  my  Way,  ^ 

And  with  my  Pounces  feize  th’  unwary  Prey.  j 

[Exit  King. 

Enter  Eboli, 

E  BOLL 

I’ve  over-heard  the  Bufinefs  with  Delight, 

And  find  Revenge  will  have  a  Feaft  to  Night. 

Tho’  thy  declining  Years  are  in  their  Wane, 

I  can  perceive  there’s  Youth  Hill  in  thy  Brain. 

Away  :  T  he  Queen  is  coming  hither.  [ Exit  R.  Gomez. 

Eyfer  Queen  and  Women.  Henrietta. 

QUEEN. 

- Now 

To  all  Felicity  a  long  Adieu 
Where  are  you,  Eboli  ? 


EE  OIL 
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E  BOLI. 

— — Madam,  I’m  here. 
QUEEN. 

Oh  how  frefh  Fears  affault  me  every  where ! 
■I  hear  that  Carlos  is  a  Prifoner  made. 


E  BO  LI. 

No,  Madam,  he  the  Orders  difobey’d ; 

And  boldly  owns  for  Flanders  he  intends. 

To  head  the  Rebels,  whom  he  diles  his  Friends^ 

.But  ere  he  goes,  by  me  does  humbly  fue. 

That  he  may  take  his  lad  Farewel  of  you.  . 

QJJEEN. 

Will  he  then  force  his  Dediny  at  lad? 

Hence  quickly  to  him,  Eboli,  make  hade:: 

Tell  him,  I  beg  his  Purpofe  he’d  delay,  ' 

•Or  if  that  can’t  his  Refolution  day, 

Say  I  have  fworn  not  to  furvive  the  Hour 
In  which  I  hear  that  he  has  left  the  Shore. 

Tell  him,  I’ve  gain’d  his  Pardon  of  the  King. 

Tell  him--— to  day  him - tell  him  any  thine— 

EBOLI. 


One  Word  from  you  his  Duty  would  redore  : 
And  tho’  you  promis’d  ne’er  to  fee  him  more, 
Methinks  you  might  upon  fo  j  ud  a  Score. 

But  fee,  he’s  here - 


Enter  Don  Carlos, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Run  out  of  Breath  by  Fate, 

And  perfecuted  by  a  Father’s  Hate, 

Weary ’d  withal,  1  panting  hither  fly. 

To  lay  myfelf  down  at  your  Feet,  and  die. 

{Kneels,  and  kites  her  Hand* 
QUEEN. 

Oh  too  unhappy  Carlos  !  Yet  unkind  ! 

’Gain A  you  what  Harms  have  ever  I  defign’d. 

That  you  fhould  with  fuch  Violence  decree 
1  Ungratefully  at  laid  to  murder  me  ? 
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Don  Carlos, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Pour  all  thy  Curfes,  Heav’n,  upon  this  Head, 

For  I’ve  the  worft  of  Vengeance  merited. 

That  yet  I  impudently  live  to  hear 
Myfelf  upbraided  of  a  Wrong  to  her.  \He  rifes. 

Say,  has  your  Honour  been  by  me  betray’d  ? 

Or  have  1  Snares  t’  entrap  your  Virtue  laid  ? 

Tell  me,  if  not,  why  do  you  then  upbraid  ? 

$UE  E  N. 

You  will  not  know  th’ Affliftions  which  you  give; 
Was’t  not  my  laft  Requeft,  that  you  would  live  ? 

I  by  our  Vows  conjur’d  it ;  but  I  fee, 

Forgetting  them,  unmindful  too  of  me, 

Regardlefs,  your  own  Ruin  you  defign, 

Tho’  you  are  fare  to  purchafe  it  with  mine. 

Don  CARLOS. 

I,  as  you  bade  me  live,  obey’d  with  Pride ; 

Tho’  it  was  harder  far  than  to  have  dy’d. 

But  Lofs  of  Liberty  my  Life  difdains ; 

Thefe  Limbs  were  never  made  to  fuffer  Chains. 

My  Father  fhould  have  fingled  out  fome  Crown,  ^ 
And  bidden  me  go  conquer’t  for  my  own  :  > 

He  Ihould  have  feen  what  Carlos  would  have  done,  j 
But  to  prefcribe  my  Freedom,  fink  me  low 
To  bafe  Confinement,  whe.re  no  Comforts  flow; 

But  black  Defpair,  that  foul  Tormentor,  lies ; 

With  all  my  prefent  Load  of  Miferies ; 

Was  to  my  Soul  too  violent  a  Smart, 

And  rous’d  the  fleeping  Lion  in  my  Heart. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Yet  then  be  kind  ;  your  angry  Father’s  Rage  1 
I  know,  the  leaft  Submiflion  will  afluage ;  > 

You’re  hot  with  Youth,  he’s  choleric  with  Age.  j 
To  him,  and  put  a  true  Obedience  on  ; 

Be  humble,  and  exprefs  yourfelf  a  Son. 

Carles, 
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Carlos ,  I  beg  it  of  you  :  Will  you  not  ? 

Do»  CARLOS. 

Methinks  ’tis  very  hard  ;  but  yet  I’ll  do’t. 

I  rnuft  obey  whatever  you  prefer, 

Knowing  y’are  all  divine,  and  cannot  err. 

For  if  my  'Doom’s  unalterable,  1  (hall 
This  way  at  lead  with  lefs  Dilhonour  fall : 

And  Princes  lefs  my  Tamenefs  thus  condemn. 

When  I  for  you  (hall  fuffer,  tho’  by  him. 

QUEEN. 

In  my  Apartment  farther  we’ll  debate 
Of  this,  and  for  a  happy  LTue  wait. 

Your  Prefence  there  he  cannot  diiapprove, 

When  it  (hall  fpeak  your  Duty,  and  my  Love. 

[Exeunt  Carlos  and  Queen. 

Enter  R  u  i-G  o  m  e  z. 

E  BOLI. 

Now  Gomez,  triumph  ;  all  is  ripe  ;  the  Toil 
Has  caught  ’em,  and  Fate  faw  it  with  a  Smile. 

Thus  far  the  Work  of  Deftiny  was  mine  ; 

But  I’m  content  the  Mafter-piece  be  thine. 

Away  to  th’  King,  prepare  his  Soul  for  Blood  : 

A  Myftery  thou  well  haft  underftood  : 

Whilft  I  go  reft  within  a  Lover’s  Arms,  [. AJlde . 

And  to  my  Auflria  lay  out  all  my  Charms.  [ Exit. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Fate,  open  now  thy  Book,  and  fet  ’em  down  : 

I  have  already  mark  d  ’em  for  thy  own.  • 

Enter  King  and  Posa  at  a  difianee. 

My  Lord  the  King  ? 

KING. 

Gomez  ? 

R  U I-G  0  ME  Z. 

The  fame. 


KING. 
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Don  Carlos, 

KING. 

Haft  feen 

The  Prince  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

I  have. 

KING. 

Where  is  he  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

With  the  Queen. 

KING. 

■Now  ye  that  dwell  in  everlafting  Flame, 

And  keep  Records  of  all  ye  mean  to  damn, 

Shew  me,  if  ’mongft  your  Precedents  there  e’er 
Was  feen  a  Son  like  him,  or  Wife  like  her. 

Hark,  Gomez,  didft  not  hear  th’  Infernals  groan  ? 

Hufh,  Hell,  a  little,  and  they  are  thy  own. 

POSA. 

Who  fhould  thefe  be  ?  The  King  and  Gomez,  fure  : 
Methinks  1  wifli  that  Carlos  were  fecure  :  [At  a  dijlc.nce. 
For  Flanders  his  Difpatches  I’ve  prepar’d. 

KING. 

Who’s  there?  ’Tis  Pofa,  Pander  to  their  Luft. 

[Drawing  near  to  Pofa. 

Now,  Gomez,  to  his  Heart  thy  Dagger  thruft  ; 

In  the  Purfuit  of  Vengeance  drive  it  far: 

Strike  deep,  and  if  thou  canft,  wound  Carlos  there. 

RU  1-GOME  Z. 

I’ll  do’t  as  clofe  as  happy  Lovers  kifs  : 

May  he  ftrike  mine,  if  of  his  Heart  I  mifs. 

Thus,  Sir -  [ Stabs  him. 

•  POSA. 

Ha,  Gomez  !  Villain  !  thou  haft  done 
Thy  worft  :  But  yet  I  would  not  die  alone  : 

Here,  Dog—  [Seals  at  him. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

So  brilk  ?  Then  take  it  once  again. 

[As  they  are  firuggling,  the  Difpatches  fall  out  of  Pofa’r 
yTwas  only.  Sir,  to  put  you  out  of  Pain.  [Eofm. 

[Stabs  him  again,  and  Pofa  falls. 

POSA. 
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POSA. 

My  Lord  the  King,  (but  Life  too  far  is  gone, 

I  faint)  be  mindful  of  your  Queen  and  Son.  [  Dies, 

KING. 

The  Slave  in  Death  repents,  and  warns  me.  Yes, 

I  lhall  be  very  mindful.  What  are  thefe  ? 

[Takes  up  the  Di/patches. 

For  Flanders  !  With  the  Prince’s  signet  feal’d  1 

© 

Here’s  Villany  has  yet  been  unreveal’d. 

See,  Gomez, Practices  againft  my  Crown ;  [Shews  'em  him. 
Treafon  and  Luft  have  join’d  to  pull  me  down. 

Yet  flill  I  ftand  like  a  firm  fturdy  Rock, 

Whilft  thev  but  fplit  themfelves  with  their  own  Shock. 
But  [  too  long  delay  :  give  word  1  come. 

R  UI-G  O  M  E  Z. 

What,  hoa !  within  ;  the  King  is  nigh,  make  room. 

The  SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  Don  John  and 
Eboli  etnbracing . 

KING. 

Now  let  me,  if  I  can,  to  Fury  add, 

That  when  I  thunder  1  may  ftrike  ’em  dead. 

[Looking  earnejlly  on  'em, 

Ha - Gomez  !  on  this  Truth  depends  thy  Life. 

Why  that’s  our  Brother  Auftria  / 

R  UI-G  O  ME  Z. 

find  my  Wife ! 

Embracing  clofe.  'Whilft  I  was  bufy  grown 
Jn  others  Ruins,  here  I’ve  met  my  own. 

Oh  !  had  I  perilh’d  ere  ’twas  underftood, 

KING. 

This  is  the  Neft  where  Luft  and  Falfhood  brood. 

Is  it  not  admirable  ?-—[£*•.  D.  John  and  Eboli  embracing., 

Vol.  Lip  UK 
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R  U I -G  OMEZ. 

O  Sir,  yes ! 

Ten  thoufand  Devils  tear  the  Sorcerefs 
KING. 

But  they  are  gone,  and  my  Difhonour’s  near. 

Enter  Don  Carlos  and  Qjj  een  dfcourjtng. 

I.ook,  my  incelluous  Son  and  Wife  appear. 

See,  Gomes.,  how  lhe  languifhes  and  dies. 

’c  death !  there  are  very  l  uifes  in  her  Eyes. 

[Don  Carlos  approaches  the  King. 
Don  CARLOS. 

In  Peace,  Keav’n  ever  guard  the  King  from  Harms ; 
In  War,  buccefs  and  I  riumph  crown  his  Arms ; 

*1  ill  all  the  Nations  of  the  World  fhall  he 

Humble  and  proftrate  at  his  Feet  like  me.  [Kneels. 

i  hear  your  Fury  has  my  Death  deflgn’d  ; 

Tho’  I’ve  deferv’d  the  word:,  you  may  be  kind  : 

Behold  me  as  your  poor  unhappy  Son, 

And  do  not  fpill  that  Blood  which  is  ycur  own. 
KING. 

Yes,  when  my  Blood  grows  tainted,  I  ne’er  doubt 
But  for  my  Health  ’tis  good  to  let  it  out ; 

But  thine’s  a  Stranger,  like  thy  Soul,  to  me, 

Or  elfe  be  curs’d  thy  Mother’s  Memory! 

And  doubly  curs’d  be  that  unhappy  Night, 

In  which  1  purchas’d  i  orment  with  Delight. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Thus  then  I  lay  aiide  all  Nights  of  Blood-  [Rifes  loldly. 
My  Mother  curs’d  !  She  was  all  jull  and  good. 
ri  jrant !  too  good  to  flay  with  thee  below, 

And  therefore’s  blefs’d,  and  reigns  above  thee  now. 
Submiflion  !  which  way  got  it  Entrance  here  t 

KING. 

Perhaps  it  came  ere  Treafon  was  aware. 

Thy 
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Thy  traiterous  Defign’s  now  come  to  light. 

Too  great  and  horrid  to  be  hid  in  Night. 

See  here  my  Honour  and  thy  Duty’s  Stains 

[Shews  the  Di/patches. 
I’ve  paid  your  Secretary  for  his  Pains. 

He  waits  you  there,  to  Council  with  him  go, 

[Shews  Pofa’r  Boay. 

Aik  what  Intelligence  from  Flanders  now. 

Don  CARLOS. 

My  Friend  here  flain,  my  faithful  Pofa  ’tis. 

Good  Heav’n  !  what  have  I  done  to  merit  this  ? 

What  Temples  lack’d,  what  Defolation  made. 

To  pull  down  fuch  a  Vengeance  on  my  Head  ? 

This,  Villain,  was  thy  work :  What  Friend  ofthine[7»  Go, 
Did  I  e’er  wrong,  that  thou  fhouldft  murder  mine  ? 

But  i’ll  take  care  it  lhall  not  want  Reward —  [Drawn 

KING. 

Courage,  my  Gomez,  lince  thy  King’s  thy  Guard. 
Come,  Rebel,  and  thy  Villanies  fulfil. 

Dm  CARLOS. 

No  ;  tho’  unjuft,  you  are  my  Father  ftill ; 

[Throws  away  his  Sword , 
And  from  that  Title  muft-your  Safety  own  : 

’Tis  that  which  awes  my  Hand,  and  not  your  Crown. 
’Tis  true,  all  there  contain’d  1  had  defign’d  : 

To  fuch  a  Height  your  Jealoufy  was  grown, 

It  was  the  only  way  that  I  could  find 
To  work  your  Peace,  and  to  procure  my  own. 

KING. 

Thinking  my  Youth  and  Vigour  to  decreafe. 

You’d  eafe  me  of  my  Crown  to  give  me  Peace. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Alas !  you  fetch  your  Mifconftruftions  faj 
The  Injuries  to  me,  and  Wrongs  to  her. 

Were  much  too  great  for  Empire  to  repair. 

I  z 
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W  hen  you  forgot  a  Father’s  Love,  and  quite 
Depriv’d  me  of  a  Son’s  and  Prince’s  Right, 

Branded  my  Honour,  and  purfu’d  my  Life, 

My  Duty  long  with  Nature  was  at  Strife. 

Not  that  1  fear’d  my  Memory  or  Name 
Could  fuffer  by  the  Voice  of  common  Fame  ; 

A  thing  I  ftill  efteem’d  beneath  my  Pride  : 

I  or  tho’  condemn’d  by  all  the  World  befide. 

Had  you  but  thought  me  juft,  1  could  have  dy’d. 

At  laft  this  only  way  1  found  to  fly 

Your  Anger,  and  divert  your  Jealoufy - 

To  go  for  Flanders,  and  be  fo  remov’d 
From  ail  .1  ever  honour’d,  ever  lov’d  : 

There  in  your  Right  hoping  I  might  compleat, 

Spight  of  my  Wrongs,  fome  Adtion  truly  great. 

"I  bus  by  my  Faith  and  Sufferings  to  out-wear 
Your  Hate,  andlhun  that  Storm  which  threaten’d 

QUEEN. 

And  can  this  merit  Hate  ?  he  would  forego 
The  joys  and  Charms  of  Courts  to  purchafe  you  ; 
Banifii  himfelf,  and  Hem  the  dang’rous  Tide 
Of  lawlefs  Outrage  and  rebellious  Pride. 

KING. 

How  evenly  Ihe  pleads  in  his  Defence ! 

So  blind  is  Guilt  when  ’twould  Hem  innocence. 

She  thinks  her  Softnefs  may  my  Rage  difarm. 

No,  Sorcerefs,  you’re  miftaken  in  your  Charm, 

And  whilft  you  booth,  do  but  aflift  the  Storm. 

Do,  take  full  view  of  your  tall  able  Slave  ; 

[Queen  looking  on  Carlos. 
Look  hard  ;  it  is  the  laft  you’re  like  to  have. 

.  Don  CARLOS. 

My  Life  or  Death  are  in  your  Power  to  give. 
KING. 

Yes,  and  thou  dy’ft. 

Dp/t 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Not  till  fhe  give  me  leave  : 

She  is  the  Star  that  rules  my  Deftiny ; 

And  whilft  her  Afpedt’s  kind,  I  cannot  die* 

QUEEN. 

No  Prince,  for  ever  live,  be  ever  blefs’d. 

KING. 

Yes,  I  will  fend  him  to’s  eternal  Reft* 

Oh  !  had  I  took  the  Journey  long  ago* 

1  ne’er  had  known  the  Pains  that  rack  me  now. 

QUEEN. 

What  Pains  ?  what  Racks  ?  [Approaching  him. 

KING. 

Avoid,  and  touch  me  not. 

I  fee  thee  foul,  all  one  inceftuous  Blot ; 

Thy  broken  Vows  are  in  thy  guilty  Face. 

QUEEN. 

Have  I  then  in  your  Pity  left  no  Place  ? 

KING. 

Oh  !  thus  it  was  you  drew  me  in  before. 

With  Promifes  you  ne’er  wou’d  fee  him  more. 

Eut  now  your  fubtleft  Wiles  too  weak  are  grown* 

I’ve  gotten  Freedom,  and  I’ll  keep  my  own. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

May  you  be  ever  free  ;  but  can  your  V>ind. 

Conceive  that  any  111  was  here  defign’d  ? 

He  hither  came,  only  that  he  might  fnow 
Obedience,  and  be  reconcil’d  to  you. 

You  faw  his  humble  dutiful  Addrefs. 

KING. 

But  you  before-hand  fign’d  the  happy  Peace*. 

Enter  E  b  o  l  r. 

Oh  Princefs,  thank  you  for  the  Care  you  take. 

T  ell  me  how  got  this  Monfter  Entrance  ?  fpenk. 

I  3  E  E  Q  L-E 
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EBOLI. 

Heav’n  witnefs  ’twas  without  my  Knowledge  done. 

R  U I  GOMEZ. 

Nc,  fhe  had  other  Bus’nefs  of  her  own.  [AJtde, 

Oh  Blood  and  Murder  ! 

KING. 

All  are  falfe  :  A  Guard. 

Enter  Guard. 

>Seize  on  that  Traitor -  [To  Carlo?. 

Dm  CARL  0  S. 

Welcome;  I’m  prepar’d— 
QUEEN. 

Stay,  Sir,  let  me  die  too  :  I  can  obey. 

KING. 

No,  thou  {halt  live.  [Seemingly  kind. 

By  Heav’n,  but  not  a  Day.  [AJidt. 
I  a  Revenge  fo  exquiiite  have  fram’d. 

She  unrepenting  dies,  and  fo  (he’s  damn’d. 

HENRIETTA. 

If  ever  Pity  could  your  Heart  engage, 

If  e’er  you  hope  for  Bleffmgs  on  your  Age, 

•Incline  your  Ears  to  a  poor  Virgin’s  Pray’r. 

KING. 

I  dare  not  venture  thee,  thou  art  too  fair. 

What  would ’ll  thou  fay  ? 

HE  NR  IE  TTA. 

Defrroy  not,  in  one  Man, 

More  Virtue  than  the  W  orld  can  boaft  again. 

View  him  the  eldelt  Pledge  of  your  hrft  Love, 

Your  Virgin- Joys  ;  that  may  fome  Pity  move-—— 

KING. 

No  ;  for  the  Wrongs  I  fuller  weigh  it  down  : 

I’d  now  not  fpare  his  Life  to  five  my  own. 

Away, 
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Away,  by  thy  foft  Tongue  I’ll  not  be  caught. 

HENRIETTA . 

By  all  that  Hopes  can  frame  I  beg.  If  not, 

May  you  by  fome  bafe  Hand  unpity’d  die. 

And  childlefs  Mothers  curfe  your  Memory. 

By  Honour,  Love,  by  Life - 

KING. 

Fond  Girl,  away. 

By  Heav’n,  I’ll  kill  thee  elfe.  Still  dar’R  tl  oil  day  ? 
Cannot  Death  terrify  thee  ? 

HENRIETTA. 

- No  ;  for  T> 

If  you  refufe  me,  am  refolv’d  to  die. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Kind  Fair  one,  do  not  walk  your  Sorrows  '  ere 
On  me,  too  wretched,  and  not  worth  a  Tear. 

There  yet  for  you  are  mighty  Joys  in  ft  ore, 

When  I  in  DuR  am  laid,  and  feen  no  more. 

Oh  Madam  !•  [To  tie  QucejJj 

2JJEEN.' 

Oh  my  Carlos  !  mult  you  dip 
For  me  ?  no  Mercy  in  a  Father’s  Eye  ? 

Don  CARLOS.  ! 

Hide,  hide  your  Tears,  into  my  Soul  they  dart 
A  Tendernefs  that  milbecomes  my  Heart : 

For  fmce  1  mull,  I  like  a  Prince  would  fall. 

And  to  my  Aid  my  manly  Spirits  call. 

QU  E  E  N. 

You,  like  a  Man,  as  roughly  as  you  will 
May  die,  but  let  me  be  a  Vvoman  Rill.  [Weeps, 

KING. 

Th’art  Woman,  a  true  Copy  of  the  f.rft, 

In  whom  the  Race  of  all  Mankind  was  curfd. 

Your  Sex  by  Beauty  was  to  Heav’n  ally’d : 

But  your  gieat  Lord,  the  Devil,,  taught  you.  Pride. 

M 
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He  too  an  Angel,  till  he  durll  rebel; 

And  you  are  Cure  the  Stars  that  with  him  fell. 

Weep  on  ;  a  Stock  of  Tears  like  Vows  you  have, 

And  always  ready  when  you  would  deceive. 

QUE  E  N. 

Cruel!  Inhuman!  Ch  my  Heart!  why  fhould 
I  throw  away  a  Title  that’s  fo  good, 

Cn  one  a  Stranger  to  whate’er  was  fo  ? 

Alas,  I’m  torn,  and  know  not  what  to  do. 

The  juil  Refentment  of  my  Wrong’s  fo  great, 

IWy  Spirits  fink  beneath  the  heavy  Weight. 

.  [Ready  to  fink  with  Pajfiott* 
T yrant,  Hand  off :  I  hate  thee,  and  will  try 
If  I  have  Scorn  enough  to  make  me  die. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Blefs’d  Angel,  liay -  [Takes  her  in  his  Arms . 

QUEEN. 

Carlos,  the  foie  Embrace 
JTou  ever  took,  you  have  before  his  Face. 

Don  CARLOS. 

No  wealthy  Monarch  of  the  plenteous  Eaft, 

Tn  all  the  Glories  of  his  Empire  drefs’d. 

Was  ever  half  fo  rich,  or  half  fo  bJefs’d. 

But  from  fuch  Blifs,  how  wretched  is  the  Fall ! 

They  too  like  us  mull  die,  and  leave  it  all. 

KING. 

All  this  before  my  Face  ?  what  Soul  could  bear’t  ? 
Go  force  her  from  him.  [ Officer  approaches . 

Don  CARLOS. 

- Slave,  ’twill  coll  thy  Heart. 

Th’adft  better  meet  a  Lion  on  his  way, 

And  from  his  hungry  Jaws  reprize  the  Prey. 

She’s  Millrefs  of  my  Soul,  and  to  prepare 
Myfelf  for  Death,  1  mull  coufult  with  her. 
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Have  pity  1  -  [Ironic  ally. 

KING. 

Hence  !  how  wretchedly  he  rules. 

That’s  ferv’d  by  Cowards,  and  advis’d  by  Fools. 

Oh  Torture  ! - - 

Don  CAR  LOS. 

— -Kouze,  my  Soul,  confider  now, 
That  to  thy  blifsful  Manfion  thou  mull  go,. 

But  I  fo  mighty  Joys  have  tailed  here,.  T: 

I  hardly  fh all  have  Senfe  of  any  there,  > 

Oh  foft  as  Bloffoms,  and  yet  fweeter  far !  y 

[Leaning  on  her  Rofom .. 

Sweeter  than  Tncenfe  which  to  Heav’n  afcends, 

Tho’  ’tis  prefented  there  by  Angels  Hands. 

*  KING. 

Still  in  his  Arms  ?  Cowards,  go  tear  her  forth. 

Don  CARLO  S. 

You’ll  fooner  from  its  Center  fltake  the  Farth 
I’ll  hold  her  fall  till  my  lad  Hour  is  nigh ; 

Then  I’ll  bequedth  her  to  you  when  I  die. 

KING. 

Cut  off  his  Hold!  or  any  thing. — — 

Don  CARL  O  S. 

• - Ay  come 

Here  kill,  and  bear  me  hence  into  my  Tombi 
I’d  have  my  Monument  erefted  here, 

With  broken  mangled  Limbs  dill  clafping  her.. 

queen;  ' 

Hold,  and  l’ll  quit  his  Arms. - 

I  The  Guards  offer  their  Axest- 

KING. 

Now  bear  him  hence.  [I hey  part. 

QUEEN. 

O  horrid  Tyrant !  [  Guards  are  hurrying  Car.  off. 

1  5  Stay,, 
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Stay,  unhappy  Prince - 

Turn,  turn!  O  Torment!  muft  i  leave  you  fo  ? 

No,  flay,  and  take  me  with  )  ou  where  you  go. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Hark,  Slaves,  my  Goddefs  Summons  me  to  flay. 

Dogs !  have  you  hyes,  and  can  you  difobey  ? 

See  her  r  Oh  let  me  but  juft  touch  my  Llifs. 

[Pr effing  forward. 

KING. 

By  Hell  he  lhan’t :  Slaves,  are  you  mine  or  his  ? 

QUEEN. 

My  Life - 

Don  CAR  L  OS. 

My  Soul,  farewel — - - -  [Exit  Carlos, 

QUEEN. 

- He’s  gone,  he’s  gone. 

Now,  Tyrant,  to  thy  Rage  I’m  left  alone; 

Give  me  my  Death,  that  hate  both  Life  and  thee. 

KING. 

I  know  thou  doft  ;  yet  live. 

QU  E  E  N. 

- O  Mifery  !  [Throws  herfelf  on  the  Floor. 

Why  was  I  born  to  be  thus  curs’d  ?  or  why 
Should  Life  be  forc’d  when  ’tis  fo  fweet  to  die  ? 

KING. 

Thou,  Woman,  haft  been  falfe  ;  but  to  renew 
Thy  Credit  in  my  Heart,  affift  me  now.  [To  Eboli. 
Prepare  a  Draught  cf  Poifon,  fuch  as  will 
Act  Sow,  and  by  Degrees  of  Torment  kill. 

Give  it  the  Queen,  and  to  prevent  all  Senfe 
Of  dying,  tell  Iter  I’ve  releas’d  the  Prince, 

And  that  ere  Morning  he’il  attend  her.  I 
In  a  Difguife  his  Prefence  will  fupply  ; 
ho  p-lut  my  Rage,  and  fmiling  fee  her  die. 

E  BOLI. 

Your  Lfajefty  Stall  be  obey'd— 
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R  Ul-GOMEZ. 

Do,  work  thy  Mifchiefs  to  their  lad  Degree, 

And  when  th’are  in  their  Height  I’ll  murder  thee.  [AJt.de* 

KING. 

Now,  Gomez,  ply  my  Rage,  and  keep  it  hot : 

O’er  Love  and  Nature  I’ve  the  Conqueit  got. 

Still  charming  Beauty  triumphs  in  her  Eyes ; 

[Looking  at  the  Queen. 
Yet  for  my  Honour  and  my  Red  ihe  dies. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Women. 
But,  oh  !  what  Eafe  can  I  expeft  to  get, 

When  I  mud  purchafe  at  fo  dear  aRate  r  [Exeunt  Qmneu 
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A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I, 

Enter  King  folas.  . 

KING. 

9  IS  Night ;  the  Seafon  when  the  Happy  take^ 

Jg  Repofe,  and  only  Wretches  are  awake  : 

Now  difcontented  Gholts  begin  their  Rounds, 

Haunt  ruin’d  Luildings  and  unwholefom  Grounds; 

Or  at  the  Curtains  of  the  Reftlefs  wait. 

To  frighten  ’em  with  fome  fad  Tale  of  Fate. 

V.’hen  I  would  red,,  I  can,  no  Reft  obtain  :  1 

The  Ills  I’ve  borne  ev’n  o’er  my  Slumbers  reign, 

.And  in  fad  Dreams  torment  me  o’er  again.  \ 

The  fatal  Bus’nefs  is  ere  this  begun  : 

I’m  lhockt,.  and  ftart  to  think  what  I  have  done,. 

But  1  forget  how  I  that  Philip  am,, 

So  much  for  Conftancy  renown’d  by  Fame  ; 

'W  ho  thro’  the  Progrefs  of  my  Life  was  ne’er 
By  Hopes  tranfported,  or  deprefs’d  by  Fear. 

No,  it  is  gone  too  far  to  be  recall’d, 

And  Stedfaftnefs.  will  make  the  Aft  extoll’d. 

Enter  Eeoli  in.  a  Night-Gown. 

Who  ?  Eboli  ? 

EEOLI. 

My  Lord. 

KING. 

Is  the  Deed  done  ?'  *1 

EEOLI.  _  / 

’Tis,  and  the  Queen  to  feek  Repofe  is  gone  ?  > 

KING.  I 

■  Can  fhe  exrcft-  it,  who  allow’d  me  none ?  J 

No,. 
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No,  Eholi ;  her  Dreams  mud  be  as  full 
Of  Horror,  and  as  hellifh  as  her  Soul. 

Does  (he  believe  the  Prince  has  Freedom  gain’d?. 

E.BOLI.. 

She  does. 

KING. 

How  were  the  Tidings  entertain’d  ? 

EBOLI. 

O’er  all  her  Face  young  wand’ring  Blufhes  were,- 

Such  as  fpeak  Hopes  too  weak  to  conquer  Fear  : - - 

But  when  confirm’d,  no  Lover  e’er  fo  kind  ; 

Sheclafp’d  me  fad,  carefs’d,  and  call’d  me  Friend. 

Which  Opportunity  I  took,  to  give 

The  Poifon  ;  and  till  Day  (he  cannot  live. 

KING. 

Quickly  then  to  her;  fay  that  Carlos  here 
Waits  to  confirm  his  Happinefs  with  her. 

Go  ;  that  my  Vengeance  1  may  finilh  quite : 

’T would  be  imperfeft,  (hould  1  lofe  the  Sight,. 

But  to  contrive  that  I  may  not  be  known. 

And  (he  may  dill  midake  me  for  my  Son, 

Remove  all  Light  but  that  which  may  fuffice 
To  let  her  fee  me  fcorn  her  when  (he  dies.. 

EBOLI. 

You’ll  find  her  all  in  rueful  Sables  clad, 

With  one  dim  Lamp  that  yields  imperfedt  Light,. 

Such  as  in  Vaults  aflid  the  ghaftly  Shade, 

.  WherS  wretched  Widows  come  to  weep  at  Night;. 
Thus  (he  refolves  to  die,  or  living  mourn, 

Till  Carlos  (hall  with  Liberty  return.  [Exit, 

KING. 

Oh  dedfad  Sin  !  incorrigible  Lull ! 

Not  damn’d  !  it  is  impoffible  ;  (he  mud. 

How  do  I  long  to  fee  her  in  her  Pains, 

Thepois’nous  Sulphur  rolling  through  her  Veins? 

Enter 
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Don  Carlo  3, 

Enter  Don  John  and  Attendants * 

Who’s  there  l  my  Brother  ? 

Don  J  0  HN. 

Yes,  Sir,  and  your  Friend, 

What  can  your  Prefence  here  fo  late  intend. 

KING, 

Oh  Aitjlria,  Fate’s  at  work ;  a  Deed’s  in  hand 
Will  put  thy  youthful  Courage  to  a  hand. 

Survey  me;  do  1  look  as  heretofore? 

Don  JOHN. 

You  look  like  King  of  Spain  and  Lord  of  Pow’r  ; 
Like  one  who  Hill  feeks  Glory  on  the  Wing  : 

You  look  as  X  would  do,  were  I  a  King. 

KING . 

A  King  1  why  I  am  more,  I’nt  all  that  can 
Be  counted  miferable  in  a  Man. 

But  thou  lhalt  fee  how  calm  anon  I’ll  grow : 

I’ll  be  as  happy  and  as  gay  as  thou. 

Don  JOHN. 

No,  Sir,  my  Happinefs  you  cannot  have, 

Whild  to  your  abjeft  Padions  thus  a  Slave. 

To  know  my  Eafe  you  Thoughts  like  mine  mull  bring, 
Be  fomething  lefs  a  Man,  and  more  a  King. 

KING. 

I’m  growing  fo,  ’tis  true,  that  long  I  drove 
With  pleading  Nature,  combated  with  Love, 

Thofe  Witchcrafts  that  had  bound  my  Soul  fo  fad; 
But  now  the  Date  of  the  Enchantment’s  pad. 

Before  my  Rage  like  Ruins  down  they  fall. 

And  I  mount  up  true  Monarch  o’er  ’em  all. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  know  your  Queen  and  Son  y’ave  doom’d  to  die,. 
-And  fear  by  this  the  fatal  Hour  is  nigh. 

Why 
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Why  would  you  cut  a  fure  Succeffion  off, 

At  which  your  Friends  mud:  grieve,  and  Foes  will  laugh  ; 
As  if  lince  Age  has  from  you  took  away 
Increafe,  you’d  grow  malicious  and  deftroy  ? 

KING. 

Doubt  it  not,  Auftria  :  thou  my  Brother  art. 

And  in  my  Blood  Pm  certain  haft  a  Part. 

Only  the  Juftice  of  my  Vengeance  own  ; 

Thou’rt  Heir  of  Spain,  and  my  adopted  Son. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  muft  confefs  there  in  a  Crown  are  Charms, 

Which  I  would  court  in  bloody  Fields  and  Arms  r 
But  in  my  Nephew’s  Wrong  1  muft  decline, 

Since  he  muft  be  extinguish'd  ere  I  fhine. 

To  mount  a  Throne  o’er  Battlements  I’d  climb. 

Where  Death  fhould  wait  on  me,  not  1  on  him. 

Did  you  e’er  love,  or  have  you  ever  known 
The  mighty  Value  of  fo  brave  a  Son? 

KING. 

I  guefs’d  I  fhould  be  treated  thus  before  ; 

I  know  it  is  thy  Kindnefs,  but  no  more. 

Thou  living  free,  alas !  art  eafy  grown, 

And  think’ft  all  Hearts  as  honeft  as  thy  own. 

Den  JOHN. 

Not,  Sir,  fo  eafy  as  I  muft  be  bold. 

And  fpeak  what  you  perhaps  would  have  untold; 

1  hat  y’are  a  Slave  to  th’  vileft  that  obey. 

Such  as  Difgrace  on  Royal  Favour  lay, 

And  blindly  follow,  as  they  lead  aftray  : 

Voracious  Varlets,  fordid  Hangers-on, 

Bell;  by  Familiarity  th’are  known, 

Yet  fhrink  at  Frowns,  but  when  you  fmile  they  fawn.  . 
They’re  thefe  have  wrong’d  you,  and  abus’d  your  Ears, 
Poffefs’d  your  Mind  with  falfe  mifgrounded  Fears. 


KING . 
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Mifgrounded  Fears  ?  Why,  is  there  any  Truth- 
In  Woman’s  Vows,  or  difobedient  Youth  ? 

I.  fooner  would  believe  this  World  were  Heaven, 

Where  I  have  nought  but  Toils  and  Torment  met, 
And  never  Comfort  yet  to  Man  was  given. 

But  thou  {halt  fee  how  my  Revenge  i’ll  treat. 

7'he  S  C  E.N  E  draws  and  difcovers  the  Queen  alone  in 
Mourning  on  her  Couch,  with  a  Lamp  by  her. 

Look  where  flie  fits  as  quiet  and  ferene,  [ Ironically < 

As  if  Ihe  never  had  a  1  bought  of  Sin  ; 
in  Mourning,  her  wrong’d  Innocence  to  Ihew  : 

Sh’as  fworn’t  fo  oft  that  fhe  believes  it  true. 
O’erwhelm’d  with  Sorrow  lhe’11  in  Darknefs  dwell :  T 
So  we  have  heard  of  Witches  in  a  Cell,  % 

Treating  with  Fiends,  and  making  Leagues  with  Hell.  > 
[The  Queen  rijes,  and  comes  towards  him, 

QUEEN. 

My  Lord  !  Prince  Carlos  ?  may  it  be  believ’d  ? 

Are  my  Eyes  blefs’d  ?  and  am  I  not  deceiv’d  ? 

KING. 

My  Queen,  my  Love,  I’m  here -  [Embraces  her. 

QJJEEN. 

My  Lord  the  King  ? 

This  is  furprizing  Kindnefs  which  you  bring. 

Can  you  believe  me  innocent  at  lalt? 

Methinks  my  Griefs  are  half  already  paft. 

KING. 

O  Tongue,  in  nothing  pra&is’d  but  Deceit ! 

Too  well  fhe  knew  him,  not  to  find  the  Cheat. 

Yes,  vile  inceftuous  Woman,  it  is  I, 

The  King ;  look  on  me  well,  defpair,  and  die. 

QUEEN,. 
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QUEEN. 

Why  had  you  not  pronounc’d  my  Doom  before. 

Since  to  Affliction  you  could  add  no  more  ? 

Methinks  Death  is  lefs  welcome,  when  I  find 
You  could  but  counterfeit  a  Look  that’s  kind. 

KING. 

No,  now  th’art  fit  for  Death  :  Had  I  believ’d 
Thou  couldll  have  been  more  wicked,  thou  hadll  liv’d. 
1  iv’d  and  gone  on  in  Lull  and  Riot  flill ; 

But  I  perceiv’d  thee  early  ripe  for  Hell: 

And  that  of  the  Reward  thou  might’ll  not  mifs ;  "> 

This  Night  th’all  drank  thy  Bane,  th’art  poifon’dj  yes,  / 

Thou  art - 

QUEEN..  '  V 

- Then  welcome  everlalling  Blifs..  J 

But  ere  I  die,  let  me  here  make  a  Vow, 

By  Heav’n,  and  all  I  hope  for  there,  I’m  true. 

KING. 

Vows  you  had  always  ready  when  you  fpoke 
How  many  of  ’em  have  you  made,  and  broke  ? 

Yet  there’s  a  Power  that  does  your  Fallhood  hear, 

A  jull  one  too,  that  lets  thee  live  to  fwear. 

How  comes  it  that  above  fuch  Mercy  dwells. 

To  permit  Sin,  and  make  us  Infidels  ? 


QUEEN. 

You  have  been  ever  fo  to  all  that’s  good. 

My  Innocence  had  elfe  been  underltood. 

At  firlt  your  Love  was  nothing  but  your  Pride,. 
When  I  arriv’d  to  be  the  Prince’s  Bride, 

You  then  a  kind  indulgent  Father  were  : 

But  finding  me  unfortunately  fair. 

Thought  me  a  Prize  too  high  to  be  pofTefs’d 
By  him,  and  forc’d  yourfelf  into  my  Bread  : 

Where  you  maintain’d  an  unrefilled  Pow’r  ; 

Not  your  own  Daughter  could,  have  lov’d  you  more, 


186  Don  Carlos, 

Till  confcious  of  your  Age,  my  Faith  was  blam’d. 
And  1  a  lead  Adulterefs  proclaim’d, 

Accus’d  of  fooled  Inceft  with  your  Son. 

What  more  could  my  word  Enemy  have  done  ? 

KING. 

Nothing,  I  hope ;  I  would  not  have  it  faid. 

That  in  my  Vengeance  any  Fault  1  made. 

Love  me  ;  oh  low  Pretence  !  too  feebly  built ! 

But  ’tis  the  condant  Fault  of  dying  Guilt, 

Ev’n  to  the  lad  to  cry  they’re  Innocent ; 

When  their  Defpair’s  fo  great,  they  can’t  repent. 

QUEEN. 

Thus  having  urg’d  your  Malice  to  the  Head^ 

You  fpightfullv  are  come  to  rail  me  dead. 

Had  1  been  Man,  and  had  an  impious  Wife, 

With  fpeedy  Fury  I’d  have  fnatch’d  her  Life  ; 

Torn  a  broad  Paifage  open  to  her  Heart, 

And  there  have  ranfack’d  each  polluted  Part; 
Triumph’d  and  laugh’d  t’  have  feen  the  iduing  Flood* 
And  wantonly  have  bath’d  my  Hands  in  Blood. 

That  had  out-done  the  low  Revenge  you  bring, 

Much  fitter  for  a  Woman  than  a  King. 

KING. 

I’m  glad  I  know  what  Death  you’d  wilh  to  have* 
You  wou’d  go  down  in  Silence  to  your  Grave  ; 
Remove  from  future  Fame,,  as  prefent  limes, 

And  bury  with  you,  if  you  could,  your  Crimes. 

No,  I  will  have  my  Juilice  underftood. 

Proclaim  thy  Fallhood  and  thy  Lull  aloud. 

QU  E  E  N. 

About  it  then,  the  noble  Work  begin  ; 

Be  proud  and  boait  how  cruel  you  have  been. 

Gh  how  a -Monarch’s  Glory  ’twill  advance  1 
Do,  quickly  let  it  reach  the  Ears  of  France. 
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I’ve  there  a  Royal  Brother  that  is  young. 

Who’ll  certainly  revenge  his  Sifter’s  Wrong  ; 

Into  thy  Spain  a  mighty  Army  bring, 

Tumble  thee  from  thy  1  hrone  a  wretched  thing, 

And  make  thee  quite  forget  thou  e’er  wert  King. 

KING. 

I  ne’er  had  Bleafure  with  her  till  this  Night : 

The  Viper  finds  Ihe’s  crufh’d,  and  fain  would  bite. 

Oh  !  were  he  here,  and  durft  maintain  that  V  ord. 

I’d  like  an  Eagle  feize  the  callow  Bird, 

And  gripe  him  till  the  daftard  Craven  cry’d  ; 

Then  throw  him  panting  by  his  Siller’s  Side. 

QUEEN. 

Alas !  I  faint  and  fink  ;  my  Lord,  your  Hand  : 

My  Spirits  fail,  and  I  want  Strength  to  ftand.  [V s  D.  J# 
Don  JOHN. 

O  Jealoufy  1 

A  Curfe  which  none  but  he  that  bears  it  knows ; 

[  leads  her  to  a  Chair  % 
So  rich  a  Treafure  who  wou’d  live  to  lofe  ? 

KING. 

The  Poifon  works,  Heav’n  grant  there  were  enough  5 
She  is  fo  foul,  fhe  may  be  Poifon  proof. 

Now,  my  falfe  fair  one - - 

QUEEN. 

Tyrant,  hence  be  gone. 

This  Flour’s  my  laft,  and  let  it  be  my  own. 

Away,  away  ;  I  would  not  leave  the  Light 
With  fuch  a  hated  Object  in  my  sight. 

KING. 

No,  I  will  fray,  and  ev’n  thy  Pray’rs  prevent ; 

I  would  not  give  thee  Leifure  to  repent  j 
But  let  thy  Sins  all  in  one  Throng  combine 
To  plague  thy  Soul,  as  thou  haft  tortur’d  mine. 

QUEEN. 
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QUE  E  N. 

Glut  then  your  Eyes ;  your  Tyrant-Fury  feed,. 

.And  triumph;  but  remember,  when  I’m  dead, 

Hereafter  on  your  dying  Pillows  you 

May  feel  thofe  Tortures  which  you  give  me  now. 

Go  on,  your  worft  i-  eproache.s  1  can  bear. 

And  with  ’em  all  you  fnall  not  force  a  fear. 

KING.. 

Thus,  Aujlria ,  my  loft  Freedom  I  obtain. 

And  once  more  lhall  appear  myfelf  again. 

Love  held  me  faft,  whilft  like  a  fbolilh  Boy,.  T 

1  of  the  thing  was  fond  becaufe  ’twas  gay  ;  > 

Eut  now  I’ve  thrown  the  gaudy  Toy  away.  Je 

E  BOLI, 

Help,  Murder!  help -  [Eboli  within, 

KING. 

- See,  Aujlria,  whence  that  Cry  : 

Call  up  our  Guards,  there  may  be  Danger  nigh. 

[Enter  Guardi* 

Enter  Eboli  in  her  Nighc-dre/s,  'vootind.ed  and  bleeding  ; 
R  u  i-G  omez  pur  firing  her. 

EBOLI. 

Oh!  guard  me  from  that  cruel  Murderer  :• 

But  ’tis  in  vain,  the  Steel  has  gone  too  far. 

Turn,  wretched  King,  I’ve  fomething  to  unfold; 

Nor  can  I  die  till  the  fad  Secret’s  told. 

KING. 

The  Woman’s  mad  ;  to  fome  Apartment  by 
Remove  her,  where  ftie  may  grow  tame  and  die. 

Fate  came  abroad  to  Night,  refolv’d  to  range  : 

I  love  a  kind  Companion  in  Revenge.  [ Hugs  R.  Go* 

EBOLI. 

If  in  your  Heart  Truth  any  Favour  wins. 

If  e’er  you  would  repent  of  fecret  Sins, 

Hear  me  a  Word, 


KING. 
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KING. 

•  — '-What  wouldft  thou  fay  ?  Be  brief. 

E  BO  LI. 

Do  what  you  can  to  fave  that  precious  Life  ; 

Try  ev’ry  Art  that  may  her  Death  prevent : 

You  are  abus’d,  and  Ihe  is  innocent. 

When  l  perceiv’d  my  Hopes  of  you  were  vain. 

Led  by  my  Luft  I  practis  d  all  my  Charms 
To  gain  the  Prince,  Don  Carlos,  to  my  Arms. 

But  there  too  crofs’d,  1  did  the  Purpofe  change. 

And  Pride  made  him  my  Engine  for  Revenge :  [  To  R .  Go, 
Taught  him  to  raife  your  growing  Jealoufy.  ) 

Then  my  wild  Pafiion  at  this  Prince  did  fly,  ;  [To  D.  J, 
And  that  was  done  for  which  I  now  muft  die.  J 

KING. 

Ha,  Gomez  !  fpeak,  and  quickly  ;  is  it  fo  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Pm  forry  you  Ihould  doubt  if’t  be  or  no. 

She,  by  whofe  Luft  my  Honour  was  betray’d. 

Cannot  want  Malice  now  to  take  my  Head; 

And  therefore  does  this  Penitence  pretend. 

E  BO  LI. 

Oh  Auftria,  take  away  that  ugly  Fiend  : 

He  fmiles  and  mocks  me,  waiting  for  my  Soul ; 

See  how  his  glaring  fiery  Eye-balls  roll. 

RUI-GOME  Z. 

Thus  is  her  Fancy  tortur’d  by  her  Guilt : 

But  fince  you’ll  have  my  Blood,  let  it  be  fpilt. 

KING. 

No  more -  [To  R.  Go. 

Speak  on,  I  charge  thee,  by  the  Reft  [To  Eboli, 
Thou  hop’ll,  the  Truth,  and  as  thou  fha.lt  be  blefs’d. 

EBOLI. 

As  what  Pve  faid  is  fo, 
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There  may  I  find,  where  I  muff  anfwer  all, 

What  moil  I  need.  Heaven’s  IVJercy  on  my  Soul.  [Dies. 

KING. 

Heav’n  !  She  was  fenfible  that  fhe  fhould  die, 

And  durft  not  in  the  Minute  tell  a  Lye.  / 

Don  JOHN.  > 

His  Guilt’s  too  plain  ;  fee  his  wild  flaring  Eye.  J 
By  Unconcern  he  wouid  fhew  Innocence  :  ~i 

But  harden’d  Guilt  ne’er  wanted  the  Pretence  C 

Of  great  Submiffion,  when ’t  had  no  Defence.  \ 

Thus  whilfl  of  Life  you  fhew  this  little  Care, 

You  feem  not  guiltlefs,  but  betray  Defpair. 

KING. 

His  Life  ?  What  Satisfaction  can  that  give  ? 

But  oh!  in  Doubt  I  mult  for  ever  live, 

And  lofe  my  Peace — Yet  I  the  Truth  will  find  : 

I’ll  rack  him  for’t.  Go,  in  this  Minute  bind 
Him  to  the  Wheel - 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

How  have  I  this  deferv’d. 

Who  only  your  Commands  obey’d  and  ferv’d  ? 

What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

KING. 

— —  I’d  have  thee  tell 

The  Truth  :  Do,  Gomez,  all  fhall  then  be  welL 
R  UI-G  0  ME  Z. 

Alas !  like  you,  Sir,  in  a  Cloud  I’m  loft. 

And  can  but  tell  you  what  I  think  at  moil. 

You  fet  me  as  a  Spy  upon  the  Prince, 

And  I  Hill  brought  the  bell  Intelligence 
I  could ;  till  finding  him  too  much  aware 
Of  me,  f  nearer  Meafures  took  by  her : 

Which  if  I  after  a  falfe  Copy  drew, 

JTis  I  have  been  unfortunate  as  you. 


KING. 


Prince  of  S  p  a  i  n.  19  i 
KING . 

And  is  this  all  thou  haft  for  Life  to  (how  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Dear  Sir,  your  Pardon,  it  is  all  I  know. 

KING. 

Then,  Villain,  I  am  damn’d  as  well  as  thou. 

Heav’n  !  where  is  now  thy  fteeping  Providence, 

That  took  fo  little  Care  of  Innocence  ? 

Gh  Aujlria ,  had  1  to  thy  Truth  inclin’d, 

Had  I  been  half  fo  good  as  thou  wert  kind! 

Eut  I’m  too  tame;  fecure  the  Traitor.  Oh  ! 

[Guards  feize  R.  Goi 
Earth  open,  to  thy  Center  let  me  go, 

Bnd  there  for  ever  hide  my  impious  Head. 

Thou  fairelt,  pureft  Creature  Heav’n  e’er  made, 

Thy  injur’d  Truth  too  late  I’ve  underftood: 

Yet  live,  and  be  immortal  as  th’art  good. 

QUEEN. 

Can  you  to  think  me  innocent  incline 
On  her  bare  Word,  and  would  not  credit  mine  ? 

Tiie  Poifon’s  very  bufy  at  my  Heart ; 

Methinks  I  fee  Death  fnake  his  threatning  Dart. 

Why  are  you  kind,  and  make  it  hard  to  die  ? 

Perfift,  continue  on  the  Injury  : 

Call  me  ftill  vile,  inceftuous,  all  that’s  foul. 

KING. 

Oh  pity,  pity  my  defpairing  Soul ; 

Sink  it  not  quite.  Raife  my  Fhyficians  ftraight  j 
Halien  them  quickly  ere  it  be  too  late  ; 

Propofe  Rewards  may  fet  their  Skill  at  ftrife  : 

I’ll  give  my  Crown  to  him  that  faves  her  Life. 

Curb’d  Dog  ! - ■  j  To  Gomez. 


Don  J  0  II N. 

Vile  Trollitute ! 


KING. 
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Don  Carlos, 

KING. 

— Revengeful  Fiend ! 
But  I’ve  forgotten  half ;  to  Carlos  fend  ; 

Prevent  what  his  Defpair  may  make  him  do. 

Enter  Henrietta. 

HENRIETTA. 

Oh  Horror,  Horror !  everlafting  Woe  ! 

The  Prince,  the  Prince  ! 

KING. 

Ha !  fpeak. 

HENRI  ETTA. 

— He  dies,  he  dies. 

Within  upon  his  Couch  he  bleeding  lies, 

Juft  taken  f-om  the  Bath,  his  Veins  all  cut. 

From  which  the  fpringing  Blood  flows  fwiftly  out. 

He  threatens  Death  on  all  that  lhall  oppofe  ") 

His  Fate,  to  fave  that  Life  which  he  will  lofe.  ( 

KING.  r 

Dear  Aujlria,  haften  ;  all  thy  Int’reft  ufe,  J 

Tell  him  it  is  to  Friendlhip  an  Offence, 

And  let  him  know  his  Father’s  Penitence. 

Beg  him  to  live. - 

RUI-GO  ME  Z. 

Since  you’ve  decreed  my  Death,  know  ’twill  be  hard ; 
The  Bath  by  me  was  poifon’d  when  prepar’d. 

I  ow’d  him  that  for  his  late  Pride  and  icorn. 

KING. 

There  never  was  fo  curs’d  a  Villain  born. 

But  by  Revenge  fuch  Pains  he  {hall  go  thro’, 

As  ev’n  Religious  Cruelty  ne’er  knew. 

Rack  him  !  i  11  broil  him,  burn  him  by  degrees,  1 

Frelh  Torments  for  him  ev’ry  Hour  devife,  > 

Till  he  curfe  Heaven,  and  then  the  Caitiff  dies.  3 

QUEEN. 
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QUEEN.  -A 

My  faithful  Henrietta,  art  thou  come 
To  wait  th’  unhappy  Miftrefs  to  her  Tomb  ? 

I  brought  thee  hither  from  thy  Parents  young. 

And  now  mult  leave  thee  to  Heav’n  knows  what  Wrongs 
But  Heav’n  to  its  Protection  will  receive 
Such  Goodnefs,  let  it  then  thy  Queen  forgive. 

HENRIETTA. 

How  much  I  lov’d  you,  Madam,  none  can  tell ; 

For  ’tis  unfpeakable,  I  lov’d  fo  well. 

A  Proof  of  it  the  World  fhall  quickly  find  ; 

For  when  you  die.  I’ll  fcorn  to  flay  behind. 

Enter  Don  Carlos  fupported  between  two,  and  bleeding' 

Don  JOHN. 

See,  Sir,  your  Son. 

KING. 

My  Son  ?  But  oh !  how  dai'S 
I  ufe  that  Name,  when  this  fad  Object’s  near  ? 

See,  injur’d  Prince,  who  ’tis  thy  Pardon  craves. 

No  more  thy  Father,  but  the  worft  of  Slaves ; 

Behold  the  Tears  that  from  thefe  Fountains  flow. 

Don  CARLO$. 

I  come  to  take  my  Farewel,  ere  I  go 
To  that  bright  Dwelling  where  there  is  no  room 
For  Blood,  and  where  the  Cruel  never  come. 

KING. 

I  know  there  is  not,  therefore  mull  delpair. 

Oh  Heaven  !  liis  Cruelty  I  cannot  bear. 

Dolt  thou  not  hear  thy  wretched  Father  fue  ? 

Don  C  A  R  LOS. 

My  Father  !  fpeak  the  Word  once  more  ;  is’t  you  ? 
And  may  I  think  the  dear  Conversion  true  ? 

Oh  that  I  could, 

Vol.  I. 
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Don  Carlos, 

KING. 

By  Heav’n  thou  mull -“—it,  is  l 
Let  me  embrace  and  kifs  thy  trembling  Knees. 

Why  wilt  thou  die  ?  no,  live,  my  Carlos  live. 

And  all  the  Wrongs  that  I  have  done  forgive, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Life  was  my  Curfe,  and  giv’n  me  fure  inlpite. 

Oh  !  had  I  psrilh’d  when  I  firft  favv  Light, 

I  never  then  tliefe  Miferies  had  brought 
On  you,  nor  by  you  had  been  guilty  thought. 

Prop  me  :  Apace  I  feel  my  Life  decay. 

The  little  Time  on  Earth  I  have  to  Hay, 

Grant  I  without  Offence  may  here  bellow ; 

[ Pointing  to  the  Queen# 
You  cannot  certainly  be  jealous  now. 

KING. 

Ereak,  break,  my  Heart- — 

[Leads  Don  Carlos  to  the  Chair , 

Don  CARLOS. 

You’ve  thus  more  Kindnefs  Ihown, 
Than  if  y’ad  crown’d,  and  plac’d  me  on  your  Throne, 
Methinks  fo  highly  happy  I  appear, 

That  I  could  pity  you,  to  fee  you  there. 

Take  me  away  again  :  You  are  too  good. 

$lTEEN. 

Carlos ,  is’t  you  ?  O  Hop  that  Royal  Flood  ; 

Live,  and  polfefs  your  Father’s  Throne,  when  I 
In  dark  and  gloomy  Shades  forgotten  lie. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Crowns  are  beneath  me,  I  have  higher  Pride: 

Thus  on  you  fix’d,  and  dying  by  your  Side. 

How  much  a  Life  and  Empire  1  difdain  ?  0  : 

No,  we’ll  together  mount,  where  both  lhall  reign  > 
Above  all  Wrongs,  and  never  more  complain.  j 

$UEEN. 
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QUEEN. 

O  matchlefs  Youth  !  O  Conltancy  divine !  y 

Sure  there  was  never  Love  that  equall’d  thine  ;  C 

Nor  any  fo  unfortunate  as  mine -  \ 

Henceforth  forfaken  Virgins  fhall  in  Songs, 

When  they  would  eafe  their  own,  repeat  thy  Wrongs  5 
And  in  remembrance  of  thee,  for  thy  Sake, 

A  folemn  annual  Proceflion  make; 

In  chafte  Devotion  as  fair  Pilgrims  come, 

With  Hyacinths  and  Lilies  deck  thy  Tomb. 

But  one  thing  more,  and  then,  vain  World,  adie* 

It  is,  to  reconcile  my  Lord  and  you. 

DonC  A  R  L  0  S. 

H’as  done  no  Wrong  to  me,  I  am  poiTefs’d 
Of  all,  beyond  my  Expeftation  blefs’d. 

But  yet  methinks  there’s  fomething  in  my  Heart 
Tells  me,  I  mull  not  too  unkindly  part. 

Father,  draw  nearer,  raife  me  with  your  Hand; 

Before  1  die,  what  is’t  you  would  command  i 

KING.  ? 

Why  wert  thou  made  fo  excellently  good  ' 

And  why  was  it  no  looner  underftood  ? 

But  I  was  curs’d,  and  blindly  led  allray. 

Oh!  for  thy  Father,  for  thy  Father  pray. 

Thou  may’ll  alk  that  which  I’m  too  vile  to  dare; 

And  leave  me  not  tormented  by  Defpair. 

Don  CARLO  S. 

Thus  then  with  the  B.emains  of  Life  we  kneel 
[Don  Carlos  and  th?.  Queen  fink  out  of  the  Chairs,  and  kndftr 
May  you  be  ever  free  from  all  that’s  ill. 

QUEEN. 

And  everlalting  Peace  upon  you  dwell. 

KING. 

No  more  :  This  Virtue’s  too  divinely  bright ;  “4 

My  darken’d  Soul,  too  converfant  with  Night,  C 
•  Cl  rows  blind,  and  overcome  with  ioo  much  Light.  ) 

&  2  Here 
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Here  raife  ’em  up,  gently:  Ye  Slaves,  down,  down! 
Ye  glorious  Toils,  a  Sceptre  and  a  Crown, 

For  ever  be  forgotten  ;  in  your  dead. 

Only  Eternal  Darknefs  wrap  my  Head. 

QUEEN. 

Where  are  you  ?  Oh  !  farewel,  I  mud  be  gone. 

KING. 

Blefs’d  happy  Soul,  take  not  thy  Flight  fo  foon  .s 
Stay  till  I  die,  then  bear  mine  with  thee  too, 

And  guard  it  up,  which  elle  mud  fink  below. 

QUE  E  N. 

From  all  my  Injuries,  and  all  my  Fears, 

From  Jealoufy,  Love’s  Bane,  the  word  of  Cares, 

Thus  I  remove  to  find  that  Stranger  Red.  “I 

Carlos ,  thy  Hand;  receive  me  on  thy  Bread;  > 
Within  this  Minute  how  fh all  we  be  bled  ?  j 

Don  QA  R  L  O  S. 

Oh,  far  above 

Whatever  Widies  fram’d,  or  Hopes  defign’d  ;  “i 

Thus,  where  we  go,  we  lhall  the  Angels  find  > 

For  ever  prainng,  and  for  ever  kind.  j 

QUE  E  N. 

Make  hade,  in  the  fird  Sphere  I’ll  for  you  day  ; 
Thence  we’ll  rife  both  to  everlading  Day. 

Farewel -  [Dies. 

Don  CARLOS. 

I  follow  you ;  now  clofe  my  Eyes ;  [Leans  on  her  Bofosn. 
Thus  all  o’er  Blifs  the  happy  Carlos  dies.  [Dies. 

KING. 

T  hey’re  gone,  they’re  gone,  where  I  mud  ne’er  afpire. 
Run,  fally  out,  and  fet  the  World  on  fire, 

Alarum  Nature,  let  loofe  all  the  Winds, 

Set  free  thofe  Spirits  whom  drong  Magic  binds  ; 
let  the  Earth  open  all  her  fulph’rous  Veins, 

TheFiends  dart  from  their  Hell  and  lhake  their  Chains ; 

Till 
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Till  all  Things  from  their  Harmony  declime, 

And  the  Confufion  be  as  great  as  mine. 

Here  I’ll  lie  down,  and  never  more  arife, 

Howl  out  my  Life,  and  rend  the  Air  with  Cries. 

Don  JOHN. 

Hold,  Sir,  afford  your  lab’ring  Heart  fome  Eafe. 
KING. 

Oh  !  name  it  not :  there’s  no  fuch  thing  as  Peace. 
From  thefe  warm  Lips  yet  one  foft  Kifs  i’ll  take, 

How  my  Heart  beats !  why  won’t  the  Rebel  break  ? 

My  Love,  my  Carlos,  I’m  thy  Father,  fpeak. 

Oh  !  he  regards  not  now  my  Miferies, 

But’s  deaf  to  my  Complaint,  as  i  have  been  to  his. 

Oh,  now  1  think  on’t  better,  all  is  well ; 

Here’s  one  that’s  juft  descending  into  Hell  : 

How  comes  it  that  he’s  not  already  gone  ? 

The  Sluggard’s  lazy,  but  I’ll  fpur  him  on. 

Hey  !  How  he  flies  !  [Stabs  R.  Gomez. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

’Twas  aim’d  well  at  my  Heart ;  T 
That  I  had  Strength  enough  but  to  retort.  > 

Dull  Life,  fo  tamely  muft  I  from  thee  part  ?  > 

Curfes  and  Plagues !  Revenge,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
Meet,  meet  me  at  thy  own  dark  Iioufe  below.  [Dies* 
KING. 

He’s  gone,  and  now  there’s  not  fo  vile  a  thing 

As  I. 

Don  JOHN. 

Remember,  Sir,  you  are  a  King. 

KING. 

A  King !  it  is  too  little  ;  I’ll  be  more, 

I  tell  thee.  Nero  was  an  Emperor  ; 

He  kill’d  his  Mother,  but  I’ve  that  out-done. 

Murder’d  a  loyal  Wife  and  guiltlefs  Son. 

-  k  3  y ^ 
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Yet,  Aujiria,  why  fhould  I  grow  mad  for  that? 

Is  it  my  Fault  I  was  unfortunate  ? 

Don  J  0  HN. 

Collect  your  Spirits,  Sir,  and  calm  your  Mind. 

ICING. 

Look  to’t ;  ft  range'  Things  I  tell  thee  are  defign’d. 
Thou,  Auflria,  {halt  grow  old,  and  in  thy  Age 
Doat,  doat,  my  Hero:  Oh,  a  long  grey  Beard, 

With  Eyes  diftiliing  Rheum,  and  hollow  Cheeks, 

Will  be  fuch  Charms,  thou  canft  not  want  Succefs, 
But  above  all  beware  of  Jealoufy; 

It  was  that  dreadful  Curfe  that  ruin’d  me. 

Don  JOHN. 

Dread  Sir,  no  more. 

KING. 

Oh  Heart  !  O  Heav’n  !  But  day. 

Nam’d  I  not  Heav’n  ?  I  did,  and  at  the  Word 
(Methought  I  faw’t)  the  Azure  Fabric  ftirr’d. 

Oh,  for  my  Queen  and  Son  the  Saints  prepare.  rl 

But  I’ll  purfue  and  overtake  ’em  there,  > 

Whirl,  flop  the  Sun,  arreft  his  Charioteer  ;  J 

I’ll  ride  in  that  way;  pull,  pull  him  down. 

Oh,  how  I’ll  hurl  the  Wild-fire  as  I  run  ! 

Now,  now  I  mount -  [Runs  off  raving* 

Don  JOHN. 

Look  to  the  King. 

See  of  this  Fair  one  too,  drift  Care  be  had. 

[Pointing  to  HenriettS^ 

Defpair,  how  vaft  a  Triumph  haft  thou  made  ? 

No  more  in  Love’s  enervate  Charms  I’ll  lie  ; 

Shaking  off  Softnefs,  to  the  Camp  I’ll  fly, 

Where  Third  of  Fame  the  aftive  Hero  warms ; 

And  what  I’ve  loft  in  Peace,  regain  in  Arms. 

[Exeunt  e/fine }* 


E  P  I- 


E  P 


I  L  O  G  U  E 


Spoken  by  a  Girl. 

0  W  what  d’ye  think  my  Mejfage  hither 


Yonder' s  the  Poet  fick  behind  the  Scenes  : 
He  told  me  there  was  Pity  in  my  Face, 

And  therefore  fent  me  here  to  make  his  Peace, 
Let  me  for  once  perfuade  ye  to  be  kind ; 

For  he  has  promis'd  me  to  fand  my  Friend. 
And  if  this  time  1  can  y our  Kindnefs  sno-ve. 
He'll  ’write  for  me,  he  fwears  by  all  above, 
When  I  am  big  enough  to  be  in  Love. 

Now  won't  ye  be  Good-natur  d,  ye  fine  -Men  P 
Indeed  I'll  grow  as  fafl  as  e'er  I  can, 

And  try  if  to  his  Promift  he'll  be  true. 

Think  on't  when  that  Time  cotncs,  you  do  not  km 
But  I  may  grow  in  Love  with  fame  of  you. 

Or,  at  the  worfi,  I'm  certain  I  Jhall  fee 
Among  ft  you  thofe  who'll  fiwear  they're  fo  with 
But  now,  if  by  ttiy  S  nit  you'll  not  be  won. 

You  know  what  your  Unkiildnefs  oft  has  done  ; 
I'll  e'en  forfake  the  Play-Houfe,  and  turn  Nunk 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

JOHN, ; 


Earl  of  Rochester, 

One  of  the  Gentlemen  of  his  Majefly’s 
Bed-Chamber, 


My  LORD, 

KS^edications  are  grown  Things 
D  °f  fo  nice  a  Nature,  that  it  is  al- 
kJP&A  moft  impoflible  for  me  to  pay  your 
Lordfhip  thofe  Acknowledgments  I  owe  you, 
and  not  (from  thofe  who  cannot  judge  of 
the  Sentiments  I  have  of  your  Lordfhip^s  Fa¬ 
vours)  incur  the'  Cenfure  either  of  a  Fawner 
or  a  Flatterer ;  both  which  ought  to  be  as 
hateful  to  an  ingenuous  Spirit  as  Ingratitude. 
None  of  thefe  would  I  be  guilty  of,  and 
K  6  yet 
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yet  in  letting  the  World  know  how  goocf 
and  how  generous  a  Patron  I  have,  (in 
fpite  of  Malice)  I  am  fure  I  am  honed. 

My  Lord, 

Never  was  Poetry  under  fo  great  an  Op- 
preffion  as  now,  as  full  of  Phanaticifms  as 
Religion,  where  every  one  pretends  to  the 
Spirit  of  Wit,  fets  up  a  Doffrine  of  his 
own,  and  hates  a  Poet  worfe  than  a  Quaker 
does  a  Pried. 

To  examine  how  much  goes  to  the  making 
tip  one  of  thole  dreadful  Things  that  refolve 
on  our  Diffolution.  It  is  for  the  mod  part  a 
very  little  French  Breeding,  much  Afiurance, 
with  a  great  deal  of  Talk,  and  no  Senfe. 

Thus  he  comes  to  a  new  Play,  enquires 
the  Author  of  it,  and  (if  he  can  find  any) 
makes  his  perfonal  Misfortunes  the  Subject 
of  his  Malice  to  fome  of  his  Companions, 
who  have  as  little  Wit,  and  as  much  Ill- 
Nature  as  himfelf  i  and  fo  to  be  fure  (as 
far  as  he  can)  the  Play  is  damn’d. 

At  Night  he  never  fails  to  appear  in  the 
■Vyithdrawing-room,  where  he  picks  out 

fome 
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fome  as  have  as  little  to  do  there,  as  him* 
felf  •,  who  muftering  up  all  their  puny  Forces, 
damn  as  pofitively  as  if,  like  Muggleton ,  it 
were  their  Gift ;  when  indeed  they  have  as 
little  right  to  Wit,  as  a  Journey-man  Taylor 
can  have  to  Prophecy. 

Wit,  which  was  the  Miflrefs  of  former 
.Ages,  is  become  the  Scandal  of  ours :  Ei¬ 
ther  the  old  Satire,  to  let  us  underhand 
what  he  has  known,  damns  and  decries  all 
Poetry  but  the  Old  •,  or  elfe  the  young  af- 
feCted  Fool,  that  is  impudent  beyond  Cor¬ 
rection,  and  ignorant  above  InftruCtion, 
will  be  cenfuring  the  prefent,  though  he 
mifplace  his  Wk,  as  he  generally  does  his 
Courage,  and  ever  makes  ufe  of  it  o-n  the 
Wrong  Occafion. 

Flow  great  a  Hazard  then  does  your  Lord- 
Ihip  run  in  fo  ftedfaftly  protecting  a  poor 
exil’d  thing  that  has  fo  many  Enemies  !  but 
that  your  Wit  is  more  eminent  than  all 
their  Folly  or  Ignorance,  and  your  Good- 
nefs  greater  than  any  Malice  or  Ill-Nature 
can  be.  I  am  fure  (and  I  mull  own  it  with 
Gratitude)  I  have  tailed  of  it  much  above 

my 
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my  Merit,  or  what  even  Vanity  might 
prompt  me  to  exped :  Though  in  doing 
this,  I  fhall  at  belt  but  appear  an  humble 
Debtor,  who  acknowledges  honeilly  what  he 
owes,  though  to  keep  up  his  Credit  he  mud 
be  forced  to  borrow  more  :  For  my  Genius 
always  led  me  to  feek  an  Interefl:  in  your 
Lordfhip  5  and  I  never  fee  you,  but  I  am 
fir’d  with  an  Ambition  of  being  in  your 
Favour.  For  all  I  have  received,  the  highefl 
Return  I  am  able  to  make,  is  my  Acknow¬ 
ledgment  5  in  which  I  can  hardly  diftinguilh 
whether  my  Thankfulnefs  or  my  Pride  be? 
the  greater,  when  I  fubfcribe  myfelf 


Tour  Lordjhifs 

$Aofi  obliged  and, 

wojl  devoted  Servant^ 


Tho.  Otway, 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Underhill. 
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Allants,  our  Author  met  me  here  To-day, 

And  h egg'd  that  I'd  fay  fomething  for  his  Play, 

You  Wags,  that  judge  by  Rote,  and  damn  by  Rule , 

Taking  your  Meafures  from  fome  Neighbour  Fool, 

Who  'as  Impudence,  a  Coxcomb's  tifeful  Tool ; 

That  always  are  few  ere,  you  know  not  why. 

And  would  be  thought  great  Criticks  by  the  bye  ; 

With  very  much  Ill-Nature ,  and  no  Wit, 

Juft  as  you  are,  we  hutnbly  beg  you'd  Jit, 

And  with  your  filly  felves  divert  the  Pit. 

You  Men  of  Senfe,  who  heretofore  allow'd 
Our  Author's  Follies,  snake  hm  once  more  proud. 

But  for  the  Youths  that  newly  're  come  from  France, 
Whofe  Heads  want  Senfe,  tho ’  Heels  abound  with  Dance  : 
Our  Author  to  their  Judgment  won't  fubmit. 

But  fwears,  that  they ,  who  /o  inf  eft  the  Pit 
With  their  own  Follies,  ne'er  can  judge  of  Wit. 

'Tis  thence  he  chiefly  Favour  would  implore ; 

[To  the  Boxes, 

And,  Fair  Ones,  pray  oblige  him  on  my  Score  ; 

Confine  his  Foes,  the  Fops,  within  their  Rules  ; 

For ,  Ladies,  you  know  how  to  mnage  Fools, 
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PeiTons  reprefented  in  the  Tragedy 


M  E  N. 


Titus  Vefpajian ,  Emperor  of  Rome , 
Antiochus ,  King  of  Comage  tie, 
Paulinus,  the  Emperor’s  Confident, 
Arfaces,  Antiochus  his  Confident, 
Rutilius,  a  Tribune, 


Mr.  Betterton, 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr.  Medbourn, 
Mr.  Crojhy. 
Mr.  Gillo-vj, 


W  O  M  E  N. 

Berenice,  Queen  of  Palejtine ,  Mrs.  Lee. 

Phanice,  her  Confident,  Mrs,  Barry. 

The  SCENE,  ROME. 


Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Farce. 
MEN. 

|  Two  old  Merchants, 

(  Mr.  Norris. 

£  Mr.  Per  civ  all. 
Mr.  Anth.  Leigh, 
J  Mr.  Richards. 

\  Mr. - 


O  Si  avian,  1  ^  r 

r  j-  1  heir  Sons, 


Leander 

Scapin,  a  Cheat, 

Shifty 

Sly, 


|  Scapin' s  Inftruments, 

w  o  fd  E  N. 


Lucia,  Thrifty's  Daughter, 
Clara,  Gripe's  Daughter, 


Mrs.  Barry. 
Mrs.  Gibbs . 


The  SCENE,  DOVER , 


TITUS 

AND 

BERENICE. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE,  a  Palace. 

Enter  Antiochus  and  Arsaces. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

HOU,  my  Arfaces,  art  a  Stranger  here  : 

This  is  th*  Apartment  of  the  charming  Fair, 
^  ^  That  Berenice,  whom  Titus  fo  adores ; 

0  wvv;  A  The  Univerfe  is  his,  and  he  is  hers  : 

v  '  '  Here  from  the  Court  himfelf  he  oft  conceals; 

And  in  her  Ears  his  charming  Story  tells ; 

Whill!  I  a  VaiTal  for  admittance  wait, 

And  am  at  beft  but  thought  importunate. 

ARSACES. 

You  want  Admittance  f  who  with  gen’rous  Care 
Have  follow’d  all  her  Fortunes  ev’ry  where, 

Whole  Fame  throughout  the  World  fo  loudly  rings, 
One  of  the  greateft  of  our  Saltern  Kings. 

A« 
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As  once  you  feem’d  the  Monarch  of  her  Bread, 

Too  firmly  feated  to  be  difpofielt ; 

Nor  can  the  Pride  file  doth  in  Titus  take. 

Already  fo  fevere  a  Diftance  make. 

A  NT  10  C  HU  S. 

Yes !  ftill  that  Wretch  Antiochus  1  am. 

But  Love  !  Oh  how  I  tremble  at  the  Name  j 
And  my  diftracled  Soul  at  that  doth  ftart, 

Which  once  was  all  the  Pleafure  of  my  Heart  J 
Since  Berenice  has  all  my  .Hopes  deftroy’d. 

And  an  eternal  Silence  on  me  laid. 

AR  SAGES. 

That  you  refent  her  Pride,  1  fee  with  Joy  ; 

*Tis  that  which  does  her  Gratitude  defiroy  : 

But  Friendihip  wrong’d  Ihould  into  Hatred  turn,? 

And  you  methinks  might  learn  her  Art  to  fcorn* 

ANTIOCHUS . 

Arfaces ,  how  falfe  Meafures  doll  thou  take  \ 

Remove  the  Poles,  and  bid  the  Sun  go  back  j 
Invert  all  Nature’s  Orders,  Fate’s  Decrees ; 

*1  hen  bid  me  hate  the  charming  Berenice. 

ARSACES, 

Well,  love  her  fill ;  but  let  her  know  your  Pam 
Refclve  it,  you  fhall  fee,  and  fpeak  again  ; 

Urge  to  her  Face  your  rightful  Claim  aloud? 

And  court  her  haughtily,  as  Ihe  is  proud. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Arfaces,  no  ;  file’s  gentle  as  a  Dove, 

Her  Eyes  are  Tyrants,  but  her  Soul’s  all  Love* 

And  owes  fo  little  for  the  Vows  I’ve  made? 

That  if  file  pity  me.  I’m  more  than  paid. 

Enter  Rumnis, 

But  fee,  the  Man  I  fent  at  Iaft  returns  ; 

Oh  how  my  Heart  with  Expectation  burns ! 

Rutiti*.:-? 
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RutiVius,  have  you  Berenice  fee n  ? 

RUT  I  LIUS. 

I  have. 

JNTIOCHUS. 

Oh  fpcak !  what  fays  the  charming  Queen  ? 

R  UTILIUS. 

I  prefs’d  with  difficulty  thro’  the  Croud  ; 

A  Throng  of  Court- Attendants  round  her  Hood. 

The  Time  now  pail  of  his  fevere  Retreat, 

Titus  laments  no  more  his  Father’s  Fate. 

Love  takes  up  all  his  Thoughts,  and  all  his  Cares, 
Whilit  he  to  meet  thofe  mighty  Joys  prepares. 

Which  may  in  Berenice's  Arms  be  found  ; 

For  Ihe  this  Day  will  be  Rome's  Emprefs  crown’d. 
JNTIOCHUS. 

What  do  I  hear  ?  Confufion  on  thy  Tongue  ! 

To  tell  me  this,  why  was  thy  Speech  fo  long? 

Why  didll  not  Ruin  with  more  fpeed  afford  ? 

Thou  mightft  have  fpoke,  and  kill’d  me  in  a  Word. 
But  may  1  not  one  Moment  with  her  fpeak, 

And  my  poor  Heart  difclofe  before  it  break  ? 

[RUTILIUS. 

You  fliall :  For  when  I  told  what  you  defign’d,  "8 
She  fwreetiy  fmil’d,  and  her  fair  Head  inclin’d  ;  > 

Titus  ne’er  from  her  had  a  Look  more  kind.  j 

Enter  Berenice  and  Ph^nice, 

She’s  here. 

BERENICE. 

At  laft  from  the  rude  Joy  I’m  freed 
Of  thofe  new  Friends,  whom  my  new  Fortunes  breed. 
The  tedious  Form  of  their  Refpeft  I  ffiun, 

To  find  out  him  whofe  Words  and  Heart  are  one. 
Antiocbus,  for  I’ll  no  Flattery  ufe. 

Since  you  negleft,  I  juftly  may  accufe. 

How 
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How  great  your  Cares  for  Berenice  have  been, 

Ev’n  all  the  Baft,  and  Rome  itfelf  has  feen. 

In  my  word  Fate  I  did  your  Friendlhip  find. 

But  now  I  grow  more  great,  you  grow  lefs  kind. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Now  durfl  I  hope,  I  would  forget  my  Smart  l 
So  well  lhe  underilands  to  footh  my  Heart. 

But,  Madam,  it’s  a  Truth  by  Rumour  fpread. 

That  Titus  fhall  this  Night  poffefs  your  Bed, 

BERENICE. 

Sir,  all  my  Conflicts  i’ll  to  you  reveal, 

Tho’  half  the  Fears  I’ve  had,  I  cannot  tell t 
So  much  did  Titus  for  his  Father  mourn, 

I  almofl  doubted  Love  would  ne’er  return  : 

He  had  not  for  me  that  afhduous  Heat, 

As  when  whole  Days  fix’d  on  my  Eyes  he  fat  r 
Grief  in  his  Eyes,  Cares  on  his  Brows  did  dwell  j 
Oft  came,  and  look’d ;  faid  nothing,  but  Farewel, 
JNTIOCHUS. 

But  now  his  Kindnefs  he  renews  again. 
BERENICE. 

Oh!  he  will  doubtly  recompenfe  my  Pain 
For  that :  if  any  Faith  may  be  allow’d 
Two  thoufand  Oaths,  two  thoufand  times  renew’d; 
Or  any  Juftice  in  the  Pow’rs  Divine, 

Antiochus ,  he’ll  be  for  ever  mine. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

How  fhe  infults  and  triumphs  in  my  Ill ! 

Sh’as  with  long  Pradtice  learnt  to  fmile  and  kHL 
Oh,  Berenice,  eternally  farewel. 

BERENICE. 

Farewel!  goodHeav’n!  What  Language  do  I  hear ! 

Stay  !  I  conjure  you,  Sir - by  all  that’s  dear. 

Antiochus ,  what  is  it  I  have  done  ? 

Why  don’t  you  fpeak  ? 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

Madam,  I  mull  be  gone. 

BERENICE. 

How  cruelly  you  ufe  me  !  1  implore 

The  Reafon - 

ANTIOCHUS. 

I  mult  never  fee  you  more. 

BERENICE. 

For  Heav’n’s  lake  tell,  you  wound  me  with  delay.  *> 

ANT  IOC  HUS.  I 

At  lead  remember,  I  your  Laws  obey.  i 

Why  Ihould  I  here  wretched  and  hopelefs  Itay^?  J 

Jf  the  Remembrance  ben’t  extinguifh’d  quite 
Of  that  bled  Place,  where  firft  you  faw  the  Light ; 
*Twas  there,  oh  there  began  my  endlefs  Smart, 
When  thofe  dear  Fyes  prevail’d  upon  my  Heart: 
Then  Berenice  too  my  Vows  approv’d. 

Till  happy  Titus  came  and  was  belov’d. 

He  did  with  Triumph  and  with  Terror  come. 

And  in  his  Hands  bore  the  Revenge  of  Rome. 

Judea  trembled,  but  ’twas  [  alone 

Firlt  ffelt  his  Weight,  and  found  myfelf  undone. 

BERENICE. 

Hah! 

ANTIOCHUS. 

You  too,  then  t’encreafe  the  Pains  I  bore. 
Commanded  me  to  fpeak  of  Love  no  more. 

So  on  your  Hand  I  fwore  at  lad  t’  obey  ; 

And  for  that  Tafte  of  Blifs  gave  all  away. 

BERENICE. 

Why  do  you  lludy  ways  t’  afflift  my  Mind  ? 

You  may  believe,  Sir,  I  am  not  unkind. 

Alas,  I’m  feniible  how  well  y’ave  ferv’d. 

And  have  been  kinder  much  than.  I  deferv’d. 
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JNTIOCHUS. 

Why  in  this  Empire  fhould  I  longer  ftav,' 

My  Pafiion  and  its  VVeaknefs  to  betray? 

Others,  tho’  I  retire,  will  bring  their  Joys 
To  crown  that  Happinefs  which  mine  deflroys. 
BERENICE. 

You  triumph  thus  becaufe  your  Pow’r  you  know; 

Or  if  you  did  not,  you’d  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Tho’  crown’d  Rome’s  Emprefs  I  the  Throne  afcend  ;  “i 
What  l’leafure  in  my  Greatnefs  can  I  find,  > 

When  I  fhall  want  my  baft  and  trueft  Friend  ?  J 

JNTIO&IIUS. 

I  reach  your  Purpofe,  you  would  have  me  there, 

That  you  might  fee  the  worfl  of  my  Defpair  ; 

I  know  it,  the  Ambition  of  your  Soul. 

’Tis  true,  I’ve  been  a  fond  obedient  Fool : 

Yet  came  this  Time  but  to  new-freight  my  Heart, 

And  with  more  Love  pofTefl,  than  ever,  part. 

BERENICE. 

Tho’  it  could  never  enter  in  my  Mind, 

Since  Ceefar’s  Fortunes  mull  with  mine  be  join’d. 

That  any  Mortal  durfl  fo  hardy  prove 
T’  invade  his  Right,  and  talk  to  me  of  Love  ; 

I  hear  th’  unpleafing  Narrative  of  yours, 

And  Friendfhip,  what  my  Honour  fhuns,  endures. 

Nay  more  :  your  parting  I  with  trouble  hear, 

For  you,  next  him,  are  to  my  Soul  moil  dear. 

JNTIOCHUS. 

In  Juflice  to  my  Memory  and  Fame, 

I  fly  from  Titus ,  that  unlucky  Name  : 

A  Name,  which  ev’ry  Moment  yon  repeat, 

W’hilft  my  poor  Heart  lies  bleeding  at  your  Feet. 
Farewel.  oh,  be  not  at  my  Ravings  griev  d  : 

When  of  my  Death  the  News  fhall  be  receiv’d,  S' 
Remember  why  1  dy’d,  and  what  I  liv’d —  [Ex.  Ant.  3 
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PHM  NICE. 

I  grieve  for  him  ;  a  Love  fo  true  as  this, 

Beferv’d,  methinks,  more  fortunate  Succefs. 

Are  you  not  troubled,  Madam?—— ^ 

BERENICE. 

Yes,  I  feel 

Something  within  me  difficult  to  quell. 

P  H  JE  NICE. 

You  fhould  have  daid  him. 

BERENICE. 

Who,  I  flay  him  ?  no, 

From  my  Remembrance  rather  let  him  go. 

His  Fancy  does  with  wild  Didradtion  rove. 

Which  thy  raw  Ignorance  interprets  Love. 

PH^  NICE. 

Titus  his  Thoughts,  yet  to  unfold,  denies ; 

And  Rome  beholds  you  but  with  jealous  Eyes. 

Its  rigorous  Laws  create  my  Fears  for  you ; 

Romans  no  foreign  Marriages  allow  ; 

To  kingly  Power  Hill  Enemies  they’ve  been. 

Nor  will,  I  fear,  admit  of  you  a  Queen. 

BERENICE. 

Phoenicia,  no ;  my  Time  of  Fear  is  pad  ; 

Me  Titus  loves,  and  that  includes  the  red. 

The  Splendor  of  this  Night  thou  had  beheld  ; 

Are  not  thy  Eyes  with  his  bright  Grandeur  fill’d  ? 
Thefe  Eagles,  Fa/ces,  marching  all  in  State, 

And  crouds  of  Kings  that  with  their  Tributes  wait ; 
Triumphs  below,  and  Bleffings  from  above, 

Seem  all  at  drife  to  grace  this  Man  of  Love. 

Away,  Phanicia,  let’s  go  meet  him  draight, 

I  can  no  longer  for  his  Coming  wait. 

My  eager  Wilhes  drive  me  wildly  on  ; 

Nor  will  be  temper’d  till  my  Joy’s  begun.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Titus,  Paulin  us,  and  Attendants , 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

To  th*  Syrian  King  did  you  the  MefTage  bear  ? 

And  does  he  know  that  I  expeft  him  here  ? 

PAULI  NUS. 

Sir,  in  the  Queen’s  Apartment,  he  alone 
Was  feen,  b"t  ere  I  there  arriv’d,  was  gone. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

’Tis  well,  Paulinas :  for  thefe  ten  Days  pafl: 

I  have  to  Berenice  a  Stranger  been  ; 

Uut  you  can  tell  me  all - what  does  the  Queen? 

PAULINUS. 

She  does,  what  fpeaks  how  much  fhe  values  you  ; 
When  you  mourn’d  for  your  Father,  fhe  mourn’d  too. 
So  juft  a  Sorrow  in  her  Face  was  fhown, 

It  feem’d  as  if  the  Lofs  had  been  her  own. 

ST.  VESPASIAN. 

Oh  lovely  fair  One,  little  doll  thou  know 
IIow  hard  a  Trial  thou  muft  undergo.  [A/ide. 

Heav’n  !  Gh  my  Heart !  . 

PAULINUS. 

What  is’t  ycur  Grief  fhould  raife 
For  her,  whom  almoft  all  the  Eajl  obeys  ? 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Command,  Paulinas ,  that  all  thefe  retreat ; 

[Paul,  moves  bis  Hand,  and  the  rejl  go  out. 
Rome  of  my  Purpofe  is  uncertain  yet. 

Expects  to  know  the  Fortune  of  the  Queen  ; 

Their-  Murm’rings  1  have  heard,  and  Troubles  feen. 
The  Bufmefs  of  our  Love  is  the  Difcourfe 
And  Expectation  of  the  Univerfe. 

And 
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And  by  the  Face  of  my  Affairs,  I  find, 

’Tis  time  that  I  refolve  and  fix  my  Mind. 

Tell  me,  Paulinus,  juftly,  and  be  free. 

What  fays  the  World  of  Berenice  and  me. 

PAULINUS. 

In  every  Heart  you  Admiration  raife  ; 

All  your  high  Virtues,  and  her  Beauty  praife, 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Alas !  thou  anfwer’ll  wide  of  my  Defire : 
Paulinus,  be  my  Friend,  and  come  yet  nigher. 
How  do  they  of  my  Sighs  and  Vows  approve  ? 
Or  what  expedt  they  from  fo  true  a  Love  ? 

PAULINUS . 

Love,  or  not  love,  Sir,  all  is  in  your  Power ; 
The  Court  will  fecond  ftill  the  Emperor. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Courtiers,  Paulinus,  feldom  are  fincere  ; 

To  pleafe  their  Mailer  they  have  too  much  Care. 
The  Court  did  Nero' s  horrid  Adis  applaud, 

To  all  his  Lufts  fubfcrib’d,  and  call’d  him  God. 
Th’  idolatrous  Court  fhall  never  judge  for  me  : 
No,  my  Paulinus,  I  rely  on  thee. 

What  then  mull  Berenice  expect,  declare  ; 

Will  Rome  be  gentle  to  her,  or  fevere  ? 

My  Happinefs  is  plac’d  in  her  alone. 

Now  they  have  rais’d  me  to  th’ Imperial  Throne, 
Where  on  my  Head  continual  Cares  muit  fall. 
Will  they  deny  me  what  may  fweeten  all  ? 

PAULINUS. 

Her  Virtues  they  acknowledge,  and  Defert, 
Proclaim  indeed  ihe  has  a  Roman  Heart : 

But  ihe’s  a  Queen,  and  that  alone  vvithilands 
All  which  her  Beauty  and  her  Worth  demands. 

In  Rome  the  Law  has  long  unalter’d  itood, 

■Never  to  mix  its  Race  with  Strangers  Blood. 

Voi  .  I.  L 
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T.  VESPASIAN. 

It  is  a  Sign  they  are  capricious  grown. 

When  they  defpife  all  Virtues  but  their  own. 

PAUL  INUS. 

Julius,  who  firft  fubdu’d  her  to  his  Arms, 

And  quite  had  fllenc’d  Laws  with  War’s  Alarms, 
Burning  for  Cleopatra’s  Love  ;  to  Fame 
More  juft,  fled  from  her  Eyes,  and  hid  his  Flame. 
T.  VESPASIAN. 

But  which  way  from  my  Heart  lhall  I  remove 
So  long  eftablilh’d  and  deep-rooted  Love  ? 

PAUL  INUS. 

The  Conflifl  will  be  difficult,  I  guefs ; 

But  you  your  rifing  Sorrows  muft  fupprefs. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Who  can  a  Heart  that’s  not  his  own  controul  ? 
Her  Prefence  was  the  Comfort  of  my  Soul. 

After  a  thoufand  Oaths  confirm’d  in  Tears, 

By  which  I  vow’d  myfelf  for  ever  hers, 

I  hop’d  with  all  my  Love,  and  all  her  Charms, 
At  laft  to  have  her  in  my  longing  Arms. 

But  now  I  can  fuch  rare  Perfe&ions  crown  ; 

And  that  my  Love’s  more  great  than  ever  grown. 
When  in  one  Hour  a  happy  Marriage  may 
Of  all  my  five  Years  Vows  the  Tribute  pay  ; 

I  go,  Paulinus , - how  my  Heart  does  rife  1 

PAULINUS. 

Whither  ? 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

To  part  for  ever  from  her  Eyes. 

Tho’  I  requir’d  th’  Affiftancc  of  thy  Zeal, 

To  crufh  a  Paflion  that’s  fo  hard  to  quell; 

My  Heart  had  of  its  Doom  refoh  "d  before  : 

Yet  Berenice  does  ftill  difpute  the’  War. 
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The  Conqueft  of  fo  great  a  Flame  mull  coll 
Conflicts,  in  which  my  Soul  will  oft  be  toft. 

PAULINUS. 

You  in  your  Birth  for  Empire  were  defign’d, 

And  to  that  Purpofe  Heav’n  did  frame  your  Mind ; 
Fate  in  that  Day  wife  Providence  did  fhew. 

Fixing  the  Delliny  of  Rome  in  you. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

My  Youth  rejoic’d  in  Love  and  glorious  Wars, 
But  my  Remains  of  Life  mull  walle  in  Cares. 

Rome  my  new  Conduft  now  obferves,  ’twould  be 
Both  ominous  to  her,  and  mean  in  me, 

If  in  my  Dawn  of  Power,  to  clear  my  Way 
To  Happinefs,  I  Ihould  her  Laws  dellroy  : 

No,  I’ve  refolv’d  on’t.  Love  and  all  lhall  go  ; 

Alas !  it  mull  lince  Rome  will  have  it  fo. 

But  how  lhall  I  poor  Berenice  prepare  ? 

PAU  LINUS. 

You  mull  refolve  to  go  and  vifit  her  ; 

Sooth  her  fad  Heart,  and  on  her  Patience  win  : 

Then  by  degrees - - 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

- But  how  lhall  I  begin  ? 

Oh,  my  Paulinas,  I  have  oft  delign’d 
To  fpeak  my  Thoughts,  but  Hill  they  Hay’d  behind. 
I  hop’d,  as  Ihe  difcern’d  my  troubled  Breall, 

She  might  a  little  at  the  Caufe  have  guefs’d  : 

But  nought  fufpefting  as  1  weeping  lay, 

With  her  fair  Hand  Ihe’d  wipe  the  Tears  away. 

And  in  that  Mill  never  the  Lofs  perceiv’d 
Of  the  fad  Heart,  Ihe  had  too  much  believ’d. 

But  now  a  firmer  Conllancy  I  take. 

Either  my  Heart  lhall  vent  its  Grief,  or  break. 

I  thought  t’  have  met  Antiochus,  and  here 
All  I  e’er  lov’d  furrender’d  to  his  Care. 

L  2 
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To-morrow  he  condudts  her  to  the  Ealt, 

And  now  I  go  to  figh,  and  look  my  lalt. 

PAUL  JNU  S. 

I  ne’er  expefted  lefs  from  that  Renown, 

Which  all  your  Actions  mull  with  Glory  crown. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

How  lovely’s  Glory,  yet  how  cruel  too  ! 

How  much  more  fair  and  charming  were  Ihe  now, 

If  thro’  eternal  Dangers  to  be  won  ! 

So  I  might  itill  call  Berenice  my  own. 

In  Nero’s  Court,  where  I  was  bred,  my  Mind 
By  that  Example  to  all  Ills  inclin’d ; 

7 he  loofe  wild  Paths  of  Pleafure  I  purfu’d. 

Till  Berenice  firft  taught  me  to  be  good. 

She  taught  me  Virtue;  but,  oh  curfed  Rome  ! 

The  Good  I  owe  her,  mult  her  Wrong  become. 

For  fo  much  Virtue,  and  Renown  fo  great; 

For  all  the  Honour  I  did  ever  get. 

Her  for  whofe  "Sake  alone  I  Fame  purfu’d, 

I  mult  forego,  to  pleafe  the  Multitude  ! 

PAULINUS. 

You  cannot  with  Ingratitude  be  charg’d. 

You  have  the  Bounds  of  Palejiine  enlarg’d. 

Ev’n  to  Euphrates  her  wide  Power  extends ; 

So  many  Kingdoms  Berenice  commands. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Weak  Comforts,  for  the  Griefs  mult  on  her  dwell. 

I  know  fair  Berenice ,  and  know  too  well 
To  Greatnefs  Ihe  fo  little  did  incline, 

Her  Heart  alk’d  never  any  thing  but  mine. 

Let’s  talk  no  more  of  her,  Paulinus , , 

PAULINUS. 

Why? 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

The  Thought  of  her  but  lhakes  my  Conltancy  : 

Yet 
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>'et  in  my  Heart  if  Doubts  already  rife. 

What  will  it  do  when  I  behold  her  Eyes  ? 

Enter  Rt/mius. 

RVTILIV'S. 

Sir,  Berenice  defires  admittance  here— 

T.  VESP ASIAN. 

Paulinus——Ch  ! 

PAULINUS. 

Can  you  already  fear  ? 

So  foon  are  all  your  Resolutions  Ihook  f 
Now,  Sir’s  the  Time -  [ Ex ,  Rut. 

Enter  Berenice,  Ph/enicia,  and  Attendants. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

I  have  no  Power  to  look. 

BERENICE. 

Sir,  ben’t  difpleas’d  that  I  thus  far  prefume  ; 

It  is  to  pay  my  Gratitude  I  come. 

Whilft  all  the  Court  aflembled  in  my  View, 

Admire  the  Favour  you  on  me  bellow. 

It  were  unjuft,  Ihould  I  remain  alone 
Silent  as  tho’  1  had  a  Senfe  of  none. 

Your  Mourning’s  done,  and  you  from  Griefs  are  free  j 
Are  now  your  own,  and  yet  not  vilit  me  ? 

Your  Prefent  of  new  Diadems  I  wait. 

Oh  !  give  me  more  Content  and  lefs  of  State  : 

Give  me  a  Word,  a  Sigh,  a  Look  at  leaft, 

In  thofe  th’  Ambition  of  my  Soul  is  plac’d. 

Was  your  Difcourfe  of  me  when  I  arriv’d  ? 

Was  I  fo  happy,  may  it  be  believ’d  ? 

Speak,  tell  me  quick,  is  Berenice  fo  bleft  ? 

(Jr  was  I  prefent  to  your  Thoughts  at  leaft  ? 
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r.  VESPASIAN . 

Doubt  it  not,  Madam  :  By  the  Gods  I  fwear’t. 
That  Berenice  is  always  in  my  Heart : 

Nor  Time,  nor  Abfence  can  you  thence  remove: 
My  Heart’s  ail  yours,  and  you  alone  1  love. 

BERENICE. 

You  vow  your  Love  perpetual  and  Jincere, 

But ’t is  with  a  flrange  Coldnefs  that  you  fwear. 

Y  hy  the  juft  Gods  to  witnefs  did  you  call  ? 

I  don’t  pretend  to  doubt  your  Faith  at  all; 

Jn  yoir  1  trull,  would  only  for  you  live. 

And  what  you  fay,  I  ever  mull  believe. 

7\  VESPASIAN. 

Madam ! 

BERENICE. 

Proceed.  Alas,  whence  this  Surprize! 
You  feem  confus’d,  to  turn  away  your  Eyes, 
Nothing  but  1  rouble  in  your  Face  1  find: 

Does  ftill  a  Father’s  Death  afilidl  your  Mind? 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Oh  !  did  my  Father,  good  Vefpajian,  live. 

How  happy  fhould  I  be  i 

BERENICE. 

Ah,  ceafe  to  grieve  ! 

Your  Tears  have  reverenc’d  his  Mem’ry  now. 

Cares  are  to  Rome  and  your  own  Glory  due. 

A  Father  you  lament,  a  feeble  Grief, 

Whill!  for  your  Abfence  I  find  no  Relief. 

But  in  your  Prefence  only  take  Delight, 

J,  who  fhall  die,  if  but  debarr’d  your  Sight. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Madam,  what  is  it  that  your  Griefs  declare  ? 
What  Time  d’  you  chufe  ?  For  Pity’s  fake  forbear. 
Your  Bounties  my  Ingratitude  proclaim. 


BERE - 
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BERENICE. 


You  can  do  nothing  that  deferves  that  Name; 

No,  Hr.  you  never  can  ungrateful  prove. 

May  be  I’m  fond,  and  tire  you  with  my  Love, 
r.  VESPASIAN. 

No,  Madam,  no;  my  Heart  (ftnce  I  muft  fpeak) 
Was  ne’er  more  full  of  Love,  or  half  fo  like  to  break  ! 
But - - 

BERENICE. 


What  ? 


7'.  VESPASIAN. 
Alas ! 


BERENICE. 

Proceed. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

The  Empire 

BERENICE. 

Well. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Oh,  the  dilmal  Secret  will  not  come'--— 
Away,  Paulinas ,  ere  i’m  quite  undone. 

My  Speech  forfakes  me,  and  my  Heart’s  all  Stone, 

[ Ex.  Tit.  and  Paul. 

BERENICE. 

So  foon  to  leave  me,  and  in  Trouble  too  ? 

Titus,  how  have  I  this  deferv’d  from  you  ? 

What  have  I  done,  Phoenicia,  tell  me,  fpeak. 
PHOENICIA. 

Does  nothing  to  your  Memory  appear 

That  might  provoke  him  ? - 

BERENICE. 

By  all  that’s  to  me  dear. 
Since  the  firft  Hour  I  faw  his  Face,  till  now. 

Too  much  of  Love  is  all  the  Guilt  I  know. 

This  Silence  is  too  rude,  and  racks  my  Breaft,  T 
In  the  Uncertainty  I  cannot  reft  ;  > 

He  knows,  Phoenicia,  all  my  Moments  paft.  J 
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Perhaps  he’s  jealous  of  the  Syrian  King  ; 

’Tis  that’s  the  Root  whence  all  this  Change  mull  fpring. 
Titus,  this  Vittory  I  lhall  not  boaft. 

I  wilh  the  Gods  would  try  me  to  the  mod, 

With  a  more  potent  Rival  tempt  my  Heart, 

One  that  would  make  me  greater  than  thou  art : 

Then,  my  dear  Titus,  Ihouldft  thou  foon  difcern. 

How  much  for  thee  I  all  Mankind  would  fcorn. 

Let’s  go,  Pheenicia r  with  one  gentle  Word 
lie  will  be  fatisfy’d,  and  I  reftor'd. 

“  My  injur’d  Truth  by  my  Compliance  find, 

“  And  if  he  has  a  Heart,  he  mull  be  kind.”  [Exeunt, 
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A  C  T  ir.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Titus,  Antiochus,  and  Arsaces, 
T.  VE  SPA  SIAN. 

ANtiochus  !  you’ve  done  your  Friendlhip  wrong. 

In  that  you’ve  kept  this  Secret  hid  fo  long. 
What  is’t  that  your  Departure  does  incite, 

Which,  not  unjuftly,  1  may  call  a  Flight  ? 

For  t’no’  on  the  Imperial  T’hrone  I’m  plac’d. 

So  highly  Teem  with  Fortune’s  Favour  grac'd  ;■ 

As  if  ike  nothing  farther  had  to  grant ; 

I  more  than  ever  do  your  Friendlhip  want. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Sir,  your  great  Kindnefs  I  fo  well  did  know, 

I  durft  not  ftay,  where  I  fo  much  did  owe. 

When  firfi:  Nudea  heard  your  loud  Alarms, 

You  made  me  your  Companion  in  your  Arms,- 
Nay,  nearer  to  you  did  with  Friendlhip  join, 

And  lodg’d  the  Secrets  of  your  Brealt  in  mine. 

Yet  all  this  Goodnefs  but  augments  my  Sin, 

For  I  have  falfe  and  moft  ungrateful  been. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

I  can’t  forget,  that  to  your  Arms  alone 
I  owe  the  Half  of  all  I  ever  wen  : 

Witnefs  thofe  precious  Spoils  you  hither  brought. 
Won  from  the  yews,  when  on  my  Side  you  fought. 
To  all  thofe  Purchafes  I  lay  no  Claim  ; 

Your  Heart  and  Friendlhip  are  my  only  Aim. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

MyHeart!  my  Friendfhip  !  Heav’n,  how  you  miftake  f 
On  my  Deceit  how  weak  a  Glofs  you  make  ! 

When  firft  you  thought  yourfelf  of"  me  pofleft, 

You  took  a  very  Serpent  to  your  Breaft. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Antiochus,  I  find  where  thou  art  flung  t 
Tell  me  th’  officious  Slave  that  does  me  wrong. 

Some  bafe  Detractor  has  my  Honour  ftain’d, 

And  in  your  eafy  Heart  a  Credit  gain’d  ; 

Abus’d,  and  told  you  Titus  was  unjuft  : 

But  1  will  know  the  treacherous  Fiend,  I  muft. 

1  ho’  you  unkindly  from  your  Friend  would  run. 

And  own  th’  Injullice  which  you  think  I’ve  done* 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Oh  Titus,  if  1  durft  but  fpeak  my  Heart; 

But  ’tis  a  Secret  hard  from  thence  to  part  v 
’7'is  not  from  you,  it  is  from  Rosne  I  fly. 

There’s  a  Difeafe  in’t  I  muft  fhun  or  die. 

Seek  then  no  more  what’s  dangerous  to  know. 

When  moil  your  Friend,  I  fhall  appear  your  Foe. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

I  either  to  your  Heart  a  Stranger  am, 

Or  fure  Antiochus  is  not  the  fame  : 

What  elfe  fhould  make  you  not  your  Mind  declare  f 
What  is’t that  you  dare  fay,  I  dare  not  hear? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

If  then,  whate’er  I  utter,  you  dare  hear. 

Receive  the  fatal  Secret  in  your  Ear. 

But  arm  your  Heart  with  Temper  :  Well,  ’tis  this» 

T.  VESPASIAN.' 

Go  on. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

I  love  the  charming  Berenice. 

r.  ves . 
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T.  V  E  SPAS I A  N, 

Hah! 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Yes,  nor  was  I  hateful  to  her  Eyes, 
Till  you  came  on,  and  robb’d  me  of  the  Prize. 
When  at  your  Army’s  Head  you  did  appear. 
You  fack’d  Jerufalem  and  conquer’d  her. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

A  bfaver  Rival  Pd  not  wi(h  to  find, 

Than  him  that  dares  be  juft,  and  tell  his  Mind. 
So  far’s  Refentment  from  my  Heart  remov’d. 
That  Berenice  is  by  my  Friend  belov’d,' 

That  I,  Antiochus ,  the  thing  extol,  . 

For  (he  was  made  to  be  ador’d  by  all : 

And  happy  he  that  lhall  poflefs  her. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

True ; 

But  ’tis  fit  none  Ihould  be  fo  bleft  fave  you  : 
And  Berenice  for  none  could  be  defign’d. 

But  him  that’s  the  Delight  of  all  Mankind. 

’Tis  for  this  Caufe  to  Syria  1  repair : 

For  when  you’re  bleft,  no  Envy  fhould  be  near, 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

O  my  Antiochus ,  when  thou  (halt  fee 
How  fmall’s  the  Happinefs  in  ftore  for  me. 
Thou  need’ft  not  fear  thy  Envy  ;  let  me  have 
Thy  Pity  and  thy  Aid,  ’tis.  that  I  crave. 

My  beft  and  trueft  Friend,  you  muft  be  fo, 

For  there’s  none  fit  for’t  in  the  World  but  you  : 
None  but  a  King,  my  Rival,  and  my  Friend, 

Is  fit  to  fpeak'the  Torments  of  my  Mind. 

In  my  Behalf  you  Berenice-  muft  fee. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Is  that  an  Office,  Titus ,  fit  for  me  ? 
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Is’t  not  enough  her  Cruelties  I  bear, 

Eutyou  mull  too  folicit  my  Defpair  ? 

I  fwcre  for  ever  from  her  to  depart, 

Alas !  and  dare  not  trull  again  my  Heart. 

Your  Paflion  by  another  may  be  Ihown, 

I  have  enough  to  do  to  rule  my  own. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

He  that  fo  well  his  own  Misfortunes  bears. 

Can  bell  inllrudl  her  how  to  temper  hers. 

Nay,  my  Antiochus,  you  mull  not  Hart ; 

I  know  by  mine,  your  News  will  lhake  her  Heart, 
For  I  mull  too  for  ever  from  her  part. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

You  part  ? 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Yes !  curll  Necelfity  !  ’tis  true. 

She  that  both  conquer’d  me  and  fetter'd  you, 

In  whom  alone  I  fumm’d  up  all  Delight, 

Mull  be  for  ever  banilh’d  from  my  Sight. 

ANT  10  C  HUS. 

It  cannot  be  :  No  Slave  that  wears  her  Chains, 
Upon  fo  eafy  Terms  his  Freedom  gains, 

T.  VESPASIAN . 

Lord  of  the  World  my  Empire  wide  does  flow, 

I  can  make  Kings,  and  can  depofe  ’em  too  : 

The  ftubborn’ft  Hearts  mull  to  my  Pow’r  bow  down, 
And  yet  I  am  not  Mailer  of  my  own. 

Rome,  that  to  Kings  fo  long  a  Foe  has  been, 

Will  not  admit  my  Marriage  with  the  Queen. 

\I  Berenice  to-morrow  be  not  gone, 

The  Multitude  will  to  her  palace  run  ; 

And  from  their  rude  outrageous  Tongue  lhe’11  hear 
The  News  I  dread  to  tell,  a$d  you  to  bear. 
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ANT  I O  C  HU  S. 

Now  if  my  Heart  was  to  Revenge  ^lly’d. 

How  might  I  triumph  in  her  falling  Pride ! 

To  fee  her  Cruelties  to  me  repaid, 

.And  with  ’em  all  her  tortur’d  Soul  upbraid. 

But,  Titus,  I’m  more  juft  ;  and  rather  mov’d, 

That  ev’n,  Sir,  you  dare  wrong  the  thing  I  lov’d, 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

When  I  th’  Imperial  Power  did  firft  alTume, 

I  firmly  fwore  t’  uphold  the  Right  of  Rome, 

Should  I  to  follow  Love  from  Glory  fly, 

Forfake  my  Throne,  in  ev’ry  Vaffal’s  Eye, 

How  mean  and  defpicable  muft  I  prove ! 

An  Emperor  led  about  the  World  with  Love  ! 

No,  Prince,  the  fatal  Story  you  muft  tell, 

And  bid  me  from  poor  Berenics  farewel. 

But  if  the  Hopes  of  reigning  in  my  Heart, 

May  any  Eafe  to  her  fad  Mind  impart. 

Swear,  Friend,  by  all  that  to  my  Soul  is  dear. 
Entire  I  will  prelerve  her  ever  there. 

Mourning  at  Court,  and  more  exil’d  than  ihe. 

My  Reign  but  a  long  Banifliment  fhall  be 
From  all  thofe  Joys  that  wait  on  Pomp  and  Power 
To-morrow  lhe  her  Journey  hence  muft  take. 

And  fo  I  all  that  e’er  I  lov’d  forfake. 

Her  to  your  Care  and  Conduct  I  commend  ; 

For  tho’  my  Rival,  as  a  King  and  Friend, 

The  deareft  Treafure  1  dare  with  you  truft. 

ANTIOC  HUS. 

■Sir,  do  not  tempt  me,  left  I  prove  unjuft  : 

Her  Charms  that  made  me  my  own  Fame  forego. 
Will  be  too  apt  to  make  me  falfe  to  you. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

No  more ;  I  know  thee,  have  thy  Honour  try’d 
Firm  ftill  in  Dangers  found  thee  by  my  Side. 
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Thou  knew’ft  my  Love,  whilll  thine  was  yet  conceal’d. 
When  all  thy  Hopes  by  my  Succefs  were  quell’d 
Even  at  that  time  thou  didft  no  Fallhood  lhow, 

And.  wilt  not  wrong  me  on  Advantage  now. 

[Exit  T.  Vefpafian, 
ANT  IOC  IIUS. 

No,  I’ll  not  fee  her,  neither  dare  I  go  : 

Too  foon  from  others  her  hard  Lot  fhe’U  know, 

Doll  thou  not  think  her  Fate’s  enough  fevere,- 
Unlefs  that  I  th’  unwelcome  Meffage  bear  ?- 
I,  who  her  Hate  enough  have  felt  before, 

And  need  nct-feek  new  Ways  to  purchafe  more, 

AR  S  ACES. 

See,  Ihe  approaches ;  now  the  Coward  play, 

And,  when  you  might  have  conquer’d,  run  away, . 

Enter  Berenice  and  Ph^nicia,. 

ANT  10  C HUS. 

Oh  Heav’n ! 

BERENICE. 

My  Lord,  I  fee  you  are  not  gone  $ 
Perhaps  ’tis  me  alone  that  you  would  fhun. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

You  come  not  here,  Antiochus  to  find,  . 

The  Vifit  to  another  was  defign’d  ; 

Geefar :  And  ’tis  on  him  the  Blame  mull  light, 

If  now  my  Prefence  here  offend  your  Sight. 

They’re  his  Commands  are  guilty  of  the  Sin  -3 
It  rnay  be  elfe  I  had  at  OJiia  been. 

BERENICE * 

His  Friends  are  always  with  his  Prefence  grac’d-,  • 
3Tis  I  alone  that  cannot  be  fo  bleft. 

A  NT  10  CHUS. 

Too  much  has  Prejudice  upon  you  gain’d  : 

*Twas  for  your  Sake  alone  I  was  detain’d. 
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BERENICE. 

For  mine  ?  away. 

ANTIO  CH  US. 

Tyrannic  Fair,  ’tis  true; 

He  kept  me  here,  only  to  talk  of  you. 

BERENICE . 

Of  me,  my  Lord  !  forbear  this  courtly  Art; 

You’re  brave,  and  Ihould  not  mock  an  eafy  Heart; 

In  my  Diftrefs  what  Pleafure  could  you  fee  ! 

Alas !  or  what  could  Titus  fay  of  me  ? 

AN  T  /  OC  HUS. 

Better  a  thoufand  times  than  I  can  tell. 

So  firm  a  Paflion  in  his  Heart  does  dwell, 

When  you  are  nam’d  he’s  from  himfelf  transform’d. 
And  ev’ry  way  betrays  how  much  he’s  charm’d. 

Love  in  his  Face  does  like  a  Tyrant  rife. 

And  Majefly’s  no  longer  in  his  Eyes. 

But  there  are  things  behind  1  dare  not  fpeak  : 

For  at  the  News  your  tender  Heart  would  break. 

BERENICE. 

How,  Sir  ? 

A  NT  1 0  C  HU  S. 

Ere  Night  the  Truth  of  what  I’ve  faid  you’ll  know. 
And  then,  I  doubt  not,  juftify  me  too. 

Farewel. 

BERENICE. 

Oh,  Heav’n !  what  can  this  Language  mean  ? 

You  fee  before  your  Eyes  a  wretched  Queen. 

Sir,  of  my  Quiet  if  you  have  fuch  Care, 

Or  if  myfelf  your  Eyes  held  ever  dear, 

Difpel  this  Mill  of  Trouble  from  my  Soul. 

ANT  IOC  HU  S. 

Madam,  yourfelf  excufe, 

For  your  own  Sake  it  is  that  I  refufe. 
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’Twill  not  be  long  before  the  Doubt’s  remov’d. 
BERENICE. 

You  told  me  once,  Antiochus,  you  lov’d; 

But  lure  ’twas  only  that  you  might  betray  ; 

Or  elfe  you  more  would  fear  to  difobey. 

ANT  10  CHVS. 

I  difobey  you  !  afk  my  Life,  and  try 
How  glorioully  I  for  your  Sake  can  die. 

It  would  by  far  be  the  more  welcome  Fate, 

Than  now  to  fpeak,  and  ever  gain  your  Hate. 

BERENICE. 

No,  Sir,  you  never  lhall  my  Hatred  find  ; 

’Tis  my  Defire,  and  you  mull  be  fo  kind. 

Will  you  ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Heav’n  !  this  Conftraint  is  worfe  than  Death. 
You  drive,  and  will  not  give  me  time  to  breathe. 

Oh,  Madam  !  put  me  to  no  farther  Pain. 

BERENICE. 

Mull  f  then  ever  beg,  and  beg  in  vain  ? 

Hence,  froward  Prince,  either  the  Truth  relate. 
Forbear,  or  be  aflur’d  for  ever  of  my  Hate. 

A  NT  10  CHUS. 

My  Heart  was  always  yours,  and  is  fo  llill. 

For  ever  mull:  depend  upon  your  Will. 

1  wilh  another  way  your  Pow’r  you’d  try’d  ; 

Eut  you’re  refolv’d,  and  muft  be  latisfy’d  : 

Yet  flatter  not  yourfelf,  I  lhall  declare 

Thofe  Horrors  which  perhaps  you  dare  not  hear. 

You  cannot  but  believe  ;  1  know  your  Heart ; 

Look  then  to  feel  me  firike  its  tender’ll  Part. 

Titus  has  told  me - 

BERENICE. 

What?  fear  no  Surprize. 
ANT  10  CHUS. 

That  he  mull  part  for  ever  from  your  Eyes. 
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BERENICE. 

We  part !  Can  Things  another  Nature  take  ? 

Or  Titus  ever  Berenice  forfake  ? 

A  NT  10  C  HU  S. 

'  Perhaps  ’tis  ftrange  that  I  Ihould  tell  you  fo  : 

But  you  (hall  find  I’ll  do  him  Juftice  too. 

Whatever  in  a  Heart,  both  kind  and  great. 

Love  with  Defpair  moft  dreadful  could  create,. 

I  faw  in  his :  He  weeps,  laments,  and  more 
Than  ever  does  fair  Berenice  adore. 

But  what  avails  it,  that  fuch  Love  he  fhows  ? 

A  Queen  fufpedted  to  Rome's  Empire  grows. 

And  Titus  cannot  with  her  Laws  difpenfe  ; 

For  therefore  ’tis  you  mail  be  banilh’d  hence. 

BERENICE. 

What  do  I  hear,  alas,  Phoenicia  ! 

A  NT  10  C  HUS. 

Nay,  To-morrow  is  your  laft  and  utmoft  Day  : 

In  bearing  this  the  Courage  well  you’ll  prove 
Of  that  great  haughty  Soul,  which  fcorn’d  my  Love. 

BERENICE. 

Will  Titus  leave  his  Berenice  forlorn  ? 

He  who  fo  many  Oaths  fo  oft  hath  fworn  ? 

I’ll  not  believe’t ;  his  Love  and  Faith’s  more  ftrong ; 
I’m  fure  he’s  guiltlefs,  and  you  do  him  Wrong  : 

This  is  a  Snare  to  difunite  us  laid  ; 

Titus,  thou  lov’fl:  me,  dolt  not  wi(h  me  dead. 

No,  ftrait  I’ll  fee  him,  and  fecure  all  Fear. 

Let’s  go. 

ANTIO  C  HU  S. 

Too  well  you  may  behold  him  here. 
BERENICE, 

Too  well  you  wilh  it,  to  perfuade  it.  No. 

In  this  your  bafe  degenerate  Soul  you  Ihow ; 
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When  you  no  other  Stratagem  could  find 
T’abufe  my  Heart,  you  would  betray  your  Friend, 
Howe’er  he  prove,  know  I  your  Sight  abhor, 

And  from  this  Minute  never  fee  me  more. 

AN 7 10  C  HUS. 

Oh  Berenice  t  remorfelefs  cruel  Fair  T 
Born  only  for  my  Torment  and  Defpair; 

Was  it  for  this  fo  faithfully  I  ferv’d  ? 

Is  this  the  Recompence  I  have  deferv’d  ? 

I,  who  for  you  did  all  Ambition  wave, 

And  left  a  Kingdom  to  become  your  Slave ! 

Curfe  on  my  Fate ! 

BERENICE. 

If  e’er  my  Heart  you  priz’d,.- 
You  never  had  this  Cruelty  devis’d ; 

Never  to  work  my  Torment  been  thus  bold, 

And  fo  triumphantly  the  Story  told. 

Away,  Phoenicia ;  no  more  i’ll  hear  him  fpeak. 

[A*.  Ber.  and  Fhxn. 

ANTIOGHUS. 

Now,  my  Arfaces,  would  my  Heart  but  break  ; 

But  yet  1  hope  in  part  I’ve  Freedom  won, 

And  what  Love  would  not,  by  her  Hate  Ihe’s  done'. 
The  Pain  1  late  endur’d  thou  hafl:  beheld  ; 

I  left  her. all  enamour’d,  jealous,  wild  : 

But  now  performing  this  ignoble  Part, 

Perhaps,  I’ll  ever  banifli  her  my  Pleart. 

She  left  me  cruelly,  and  let  her  go  ; 

My  Honour  and  Repofe  command  it  too; 

For  ever  to  my  Eyes  a  Stranger  be. 

Till  I  have  learnt  to  fcorn  as  well  as  Ihe.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Berenice  in  diforder, 
BERENICE. 

I  Of  my  Wrong  too  well  am  fatisfy’d  : 

To  fee  the  perjur’d  Titus  twice  I  tryM ; 

Twice  for  Admittance  to  him  begg’d  in  vain. 

Nor  is  Phoenicia  yet  return’d  again. 

Phanicia  has  no  Anfwer  to  bring  back, 

Jngrateful  Titus  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  : 

Put  hides  himfelf,  and  from  my  Fury  flies  j 
Nor  will  have  Senfe,  tho’  Berenice  dies,. 

Enter  P  a  m  n  i  e  i  a, 

Phoenicia,  well,  my  Titus  haft  thou  feen  i 
What  ?  will  he  come  and  make  me  live  again  ? 
PHOENICIA. 

Madam,  the  Emperor  I  alone  did  find  ; 

And  faw  in  his  the  Trouble  of  your  Mind  ; 

1  faw  the  Tears  he  would  have  hid,  run  down. 

BERENICE . 

But  was  he  not  alham’d  they  fhou’d  be  ftiown  ? 
Look’d  he  not  as  he  thought  his  Love  Dilgrace  ? 

And  was  not  all  the  Emperor  in  his  Face  ? 

PHOENICIA. 

Doubt  it  not.  Madam,  he  will  foon  be  here 
But  wherefore  will  you  this  Djforder  wear? 

Your  ruffled  Drefs  let  me  in  order  place. 

And  thefe  dilhevel’d  Locks  that  hide  your  Face. 
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BERENICE. 

Forbear,  Phanicia,  let  it  all  alone  : 

No,  he  lhall  fee  the  Triumph  he  has  won  3 
How  vain  thefe  foolilh  Ornaments  mnft  prove. 

If  neither  Faith,  nor  Tears,  nor  Moans  can  move! 

Enter  Antiochus  and  Arsaces. 

Oh,  my  unruly  Sorrows !  Oh,  my  Fears ! 

Who’s  here  ? 

ANTIOC  HUS. 

Arfaces,  Berenice  in  T ears ! 
BERENICE . 

Antiochus  !  Phoenicia,  let’s  away  ; 

To  let  him  fee  my  Torments  I’ll  not  flay.  [Exit'. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Now  whither’s  all  my  Refolutiort  gone  ? 

Arfaces ,  who  could  fee’t  and  be  his  own  ! 

I  faid  Fd  never  fee  her  Face  again  : 

But  come  and  find  my  Boaftings  all  were  vain  ; 

Seeing  her  Sufferings,  all  her  Scorn  forget. 

And  lofe  at  once  my  Vengeance  and  ray  Hate. 
Wretched  Antiochus  !  with  how  much  Care 
And  Labour  my  own  Mifchiefs  I  prepare  ! 

How  poorly  all  my  Injuries  have  born  ! 

Hopelefs,  undone,  and  to  myfelf  a  Scorn. 

Leave  me  alone  unhappy  as  I  am  ; 

I  would  not  have  a  Witnefs  of  my  Shame. 

Enter  T.  Vespasian  attended. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

}Twas  cruel  not  to  fee  her  :  Oh  my  Heart ! 

And  now  I  go  to  fee  her,  but  to  part. 

Rutilius  fly,  and  footh  the  Queen’s  Defpair, 

And  for  our  meeting  Berenice  prepare. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

What  have  you  done,  Sir  ?  Berenice  will  die  ; 

T  faw  her  hence  with  Hair  difhevel’d  fly. 

’’  Tis  only  you  her  Fury  can  furceafe  ; 

Whene’er  you’re  nam’d,  (he’s  inftantly  at  peace. 

Her  Eyes  (till  bent  to  your  Apartment  were, 

.And  ev’ry  Moment  Teem’d  to  wi(h  you  near. 

r.  VE  SPAS  IAN, 

Antiochus,  aflift  me  what  to  do  ; 

I’m  not  prepar’d  for  the  fad  Interview  : 

I  have  not  yet  confulted  well  my  Heart, 

And  doubt  it  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  part. 

Since  firft  I  took  poffeflion  of  the  Throne, 

What  is  it  for  my  Honour  I  have  done  ? 

My  Love  and  Folly  only  I’ve  difclos’d. 

And  nothing  but  my  Weaknefles  expos’d. 

The  Golden  Days,  where  are  they  to  be  found. 

So  much  expefted  when  this  Head  was  crown’d  ? 
Whofe  Tears  have  I  dry’d  up  ?  or  in  what  Face 
Can  I  the  Fruits  of  any  good  Aft  trace  ? 

Know  I  what  Years  Heav’n  has  for  me  decreed  ? 

And  of  thofe  few,  how  few  are  to  fucceed  ? 

And  yet  how  many  have  I  fpent  in  wade  ! 

But  now  to  Honour  I’ll  make  greater  hafte  : 

Alas !  ’tis  but  one  Blow,  and  all  is  paft. 

Enter  Berenice  prejjing  from  Rumius  ana1 
P  a  u  l  1  n  u  s. 

BERENICE. 

Let  me  alone,  your  Counfels  all  are  weak; 

See  him  I  muft,  he’s  here,  and  I  will  fpeak. 

Has  Titus  then  forfaken  me  ?  is  it  true  ? 

Muft;  we  too  part  ?  does  he  command  it  too  ? 
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T.  VESPASIAN. 

O  !  flop  the  Deluge,  which  fo  fiercely  flows ; 

This  is  not  time  t’  allay  each  others  Woes  : 

Enough  I  feel  my  own  Affli&ions  fmart. 

And  need  not  thofe  dear  Tears  to  damp  my  Heart. 

But  if  we  neither  can  our  Griefs  command, 

Yet  with  fuch  Honour  let  ’em  be  fuftain’d, 

As  the  whole  World  to  hear  it  told  fhall  fmart ; 

For,  deareft  Berenice,  we  muft  part. 

And  now  1  would  not  a  Difpute  maintain. 

Whether  I  lov’d,  but  whether  I  muft  reign. 

BERENICE. 

Reign  (Cruel)  then,  and  fatisfy  your  Prido, 

And  for  your  Cruelties  be  deify’d. 

I’ll  ne’er  difpute  it  farther.  1  but  flay’d 
Till  Vitus,  who  fo  many  Vows  had  made 
Of  fuch  a  Love  as  nothing  could  impair, 

Should  come  himfelf  and  tell  how  falfe  they  were. 

Now  1  believe’t,  enough  I’ve  heard  you  tell. 

And  I  am  gone - —eternally  farewel. 

Eternally - Ah,  Sir,  conflder  now 

How  harlh  that  Word  is,  and  how  dreadful  too. 
Conflder  oh  !  the  Miferies  they  bear, 

That  are  for  ever  robb’d  of  all  that’s  dear  ; 

From  this  fad  Moment  never  more  to  meet : 

Is  it  for  Day  to  dawn,  and  Day  to  fet, 

In  which  I  muft  not  find  my  Hopes  ftill  young, 

Nor  yet  once  fee  nry  Titus  all  Day  long  ? 

Heav’ns !  how  1  wildly  rave— ^to  lofe  my  Pains 
On  him  ungrateful,  that  my  Tears  difdains  ! 

Of  all  thofe  Days  of  Abfence  I  fhall  count 
With  him,  the  Number  will  to  nothing  mount. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Doubt  it  rot,  Madam,  there  will  be  no  need 
To  count  the  Days  that  fhall  your  Lofs  fucceed : 

I  hope 
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I  hope  ere  long  that  you  will  hear  from  Fame, 

How  very  wretched  and  how  juft  1  am. 

My  Heart  bleeds  now,  I  feel  the  Drops  run  down ; 
Nor  can  it  be  long  dying  when  you’re  gone. 

-BERENICE. 

Ah  why,  Sir,  muft  we  part,  if  this  be  true  ? 

My  Claims  to  Marriage  I’ll  no  more  renew. 

Will  Rome  accept  of  nothing  but  my  Death  ? 

Or  why  d’ye  envy  me  the  Air  I  breathe  ? 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Madam,  you  are  too  pow’rful  ev’ry  way  : 

Shall  I  withftand  it  ?  no,  for  ever  ftay. 

Then  I  from  Blifs  muft  always  be  debar’d. 

And  on  my  Heart  for  ever  keep  a  Guard  : 

With  Fears  thro’  all  my  Courfe  of  Glory  move. 

Left  ere  aware  I  lofe  myfelf,  and  Love. 

Ev'n  now  my  Heart  is  from  my  Bofom  ftray’d. 

And  all  its  Swellings  on  a  fudden  laid, 

Bent  thus  to  you  by  all  Love’s  fofteft  Pow’rs, 

And  only  this  remembers,  that  ’tis  yours. 

BER  ENICE. 

O  Titus,  whilft  this  charming  Tale  you  tell, 

D’ye  fee  the  Romans  ready  to  rebel  ? 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

How  they  will  look  on  the  Affront,  who  knows. 
If  once  they  murmur  and  then  fall  to  Blows  ? 

Muft  I  in  Battle  juftify  my  Caufe  ? 

Or  if  they  fhould  fubmit  and  fet  their  Laws, 

How  muft  I  be  expos’d  another  Day  ! 

And  for  their  Patience  too  how  largely  pay  !  • 

With  Grievances  and  wild  Demands  ftill  curft. 

Shall  I  dare  plead  the  Laws  that  break  ’em  firft  i 
BERENICE. 

How  much  you  are  an  Emperor  now  I  find, 

’Tis  plain  in  your  unfteddy  anxious  Mind. 
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You  weigh  your  People’s  Rights  to  your  own  Fears, 
But  never  value  Berenice's  Tears. 

T.  VESPASIAN . 

Not  value  ’em  !  Why  are  you  fo  unjuft  ? 

Now,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Father’s  Duft, 

By  Heav’n,  and  all  the  Gods  that  govern  there, 

If  any  thing  to  me  be  half  fo  dear ; 

May  I  be  as  a  Slave,  depos’d  and  ferve,  *1 

Or  elfe  forlorn  in  fome  wild  Defart  ftarve,  * 

Till  I’m  as  wretched  as  my  Ills  deferve.  J 

BERENICE. 

Laws  you  may  change ;  why  will  you  for  their  Sake, 
Into  your  Breaft  eternal  Sorrows  take  ? 

Rome  has  her  Privileges  ;  have  not  you 
Your  Interefts  i  your  Rights  are  facred  too. 

Say,  fpeak. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Alas !  how  do  you  rend  my  Breaft  ! 

I  know  indeed  I  never  can  have  Reft ; 

And  yet  the  Laws  of  Rome  I  cannot  change. 

Do,  break  my  Heart,  and  take  your  full  Revenge. 

BERENICE. 

How  weak  a  Guard  does  now  your  Honour  keep! 
You  are  an  Emperor,  and  yet  you  weep  ! 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

I  grant  it.  I  am  fenftble  1  do, 

I  weep,  alas!  I  figh  and  tremble  too. 

For  when  to  Empire  firft  I  did  attain, 

Rome  made  me  fwear  I  would  her  Rights  maintain. 

I  did,  and  muft  perform  what  I  then  vow’d ; 

Others  before  me  to  the  Yoke  have  bow’d  : 

And  ’tis  their  Honour :  yet  in  leaving  you. 

All  their  auftereft  Laws  1  fhall  out-do : 

And  an  Example  leave  fo  brave  and  great. 

As  none  fhall  ever  after  intimate. 
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*  BERENICE. 

To  your  Barbarity  there’s  nothing-  hard  : 

Go  on,  and  Infamy  be  your  Reward. 

Long  fince  my  Fears  your  Falfhood  haddifplay’d  ; 

Nor  would  I  at  your  Suit  have  longer  Hay’d. 

Would  I  thebafe  Indignities  have  borne 
Of  a  rude  People,  public  Hate  and  Scorn  ? 

No,  to  this  Breach  I  would  have  fpurr’d  you  on. 

And  I  am  pleas’d  it  is  already  done. 

No  longer  lhall  the  Fear  of  me  prevail ; 

Alas  !  you  muft  not  think  to  hear  me  rail, 

Or  Heav’n  invoke,  its  Vengeance  to  prepare  ; 

No,  for  if  Heav’n  vouchfafe  to  hear  my  Pray’r, 

I  beg  no  Memory  may  there  remain. 

Of  either  your  lnjuftice,  or  my  Pain.  [ Kneelf , 

But  the  fad  Berenice,  before  (he  dies. 

Is  fure  to  have  Revenge,  if  you  have  Eyes. 

Nor,  Titus,  need  I  go  to  find  it  far, 

No  further  than  that  Heart,  I  have  it  there. 

[. Points  to  bis  Breaft , 

Within  yourfelf  (hall  rife  your  dreadfull’ft  Foe  ; 

My  pad  Integrities,  my  Torments  now. 

Which  you,  ungrateful  perjur’d  Man,  have  bred. 

My  Blood,  which  in  your  Palace  I  (hall  (hed, 

Sufficient  Terrors  to  your  Soul  (hall  give, 

And’tis  to  them  that  my  Revengel’ll  leave. \Ex.furiouJlj» 

PAULINUS. 

Thus,  Sir,  at  laft  the  Conqueft  you  have  won. 

The  Queen  you  fee’s  contented  to  be  gone. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Curfe  on  thy  Roman  Rudenefs,  that  canft  fee 
Such  Tears  unmov’d,  and  mock  fuch  Mifery ! 

Oh  '.  I  am  loft,  and  ’tis  in  vain  to  ftriye  i 
If  Berenice  dies,  I  cannot  live. 

Vol.  I.  M 
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Fly  and  prevent  that  Fate  to  which  die’s  gone. 

Bid  her  but  live,  tell  her  the  World’s  her  own.  [Ex.  Rut. 

PAUL  INUS. 

Sir,  if  I  might  advife,  you  Ihould  not  fend. 

Rather  command  her  Women  to  attend  ; 

They  better  can  her  Melancholy  cheer; 

The  worft  is  pad,  and  now  ’tis  mean  to  fear. 

I  faw  your  melting  Pity  when  (he  wept, 

And  my  rough  Heart  but  very  hardly  fcap’d. 

Yet  look  a  little  farther,  and  you’ll  find 
That,  fpite  of  all,  your  Fortune  yet  is  kind. 

What  Triumphs  the  whole  World  prepares,  you’ll  fee, 
And  then  hereafter  think  how  great  you’ll  be. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Who  for  Barbarity  would  be  ador’d  ? 

I  hate  myfelf.  Nero  fo  much  abhorr’d, 

That  bloody  Tyrant,  whom  I  blulh  to  name. 

Was  never  half  fo  cruel  as  I  am. 

No,  I’ll  purfue  the  Queen,  fhe  loves  me  dill,  T 

Will  pardon  me  when  at  her  Feet  I  kneel :  > 

Let’s  go,  and  let  proud  Ronie  fay  what  it  will.  j 

PAUL  INUS. 

How,  Sir  ? 

T\  VESPASIAN. 

By  Heav’n,  I  know  not  what  I  fay : 

Excefs  of  Sorrow  drives  my  Mind  aftray. 

PAULINUS. 

O  follow  where  your  full  Renown  does  lead. 

Your  lad  Adieus  Report  abroad  has  fpread. 

Rome  that  did  mourn,  does  now  new  Triumphs  frame. 
The  Temples  fume  with  Offerings  to  your  Name  : 

The  People  wild  in  the  Applaule  you’ve  won, 

With  Laurel  Wreaths  to  crown  your  Statues  run. 
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T.  VESP  ASIAN. 

By  that  their  favage  Natures  they  betray  ;  " 

Bor  fo  wild  Beads  roar  o’er  their  murder’d  Prey. 

Who  would  have  Senfe  the  Sweets  of  Pow’r  to  prize  ? 

Since  mod  in  danger  when  we  highed  rife  : 

For  who  by  Greatnefs  e’er  did  happy  grow  ? 

None  but  the  heavy  Slave  is  truly  fo, 

Who  travels  all  his  Life  in  one  dull  Road, 

And,  drudging  on,  in  quiet  loves  his  Load ; 

Seeking  no  farther  than  the  Needs  of  Life,  *8 

Knows  what’s  his  own,  and  fo  exempt  from  Strife,  > 
And  cherilhes  his  homely  careful  Wife,  3 

Lives  by  the  Clod,  and  thinks  of  nothing  higher ; 

Bias  all,  becaufe  he  cannot  much  defire. 

Had  I  been  born  fo  low,  I  had  been  bled  : 

Of  what  I  love,  without  control,  poffeft : 

Never  had  Honour  or  Ambition  known, 

Nor  ever  to  be  Great  had  been  undone.  [Shouts  within. 

P  AU LINUS. 

The  Tribunes,  Sir,  and  Senate  with  their  State, 

Pth’  Name  of  all  the  Empire  for  you  wait ; 

They’re  follow’d  too  by  an  impatient  Throng, 

Who  feem  to  murmur  you  delay  fo  long. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Toil  me  no  more,  difperfe  that  clamorous  Rout ; 

Tell  ’em,  they  fhall  no  more  have  Caufe  to  doubt : 

The  Queen’s  Departure  they’ll  to-morrow  fee, 

And  me  as  wretched  as  they’d  have  me  be. 

Take  this,  Paulinus ,  bear  it  to  the  Queen ; 

[Writes  on  a  Talk.  . 
For  Ihould  we  meet,  I  mud  relapfe  again ; 

I’ve  bid  her  here  eternally  adieu  :  I 

Stay  while  lhe  reads  it,  and  her  Troubles  view,  > 

And  bring  me  faithful  Word,  as  thou  art  true.  > 

M  z  Hold! 
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Hold  !  Oh  my  Heart !  yet  go,  it  malt  be  done. 

For  what’s  Neceflity  we  cannot  fhun. 

Would  I  had  never  known  what  ’tis  to  live. 

Or  a  new'  Being  to  myfelf  could  give  ; 

Some  monflrous  and  unheard-of  Shape  now  find, 

.As  favage,  and  as  barbarous  as  my  Mind. 

Antiochus  ! 

Enter  Antiochus,  Attendants ,  and  A  R  s  A  c  E  s, 

ANTIOCHUS. 

My  laH  Adieu  to  pay 
I  come,  and  dare  in  Rome  no  longer  Hay. 

My  Griefs  and  my  Afflictions  grow'  fo  high. 

If  not  by  Abfence  flacken’d  I  malt  die. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

What  Reafons  have  the  Happy  to  repine  ? 

Now  Berenice  for  ever  will  be  thine. 

With  all  her  Charms  receive  her  to  thy  Bread:, 

And  be  of  all  I  ever  lov’d  poileft. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

It  is  beneath  you,  Sir,  to  mock  my  Pain  : 

I  ever  kneel  to  Berenice  again ! 

No,  fhould  I  Hay  to  fee  you  when  you  part, 

Tho’  I  am  fure  the  Sight  would  break  my  Heart, 

Yet  Hie,  as  Hill  my  Pray’rs  have  been  deny’d,  1 
Tho’  I  but  begg’d  one  Blefling  ere  I  dy’d,  > 

Ev’n  then  with  Scorn  w'ould  throw  me  from  her  Side.  J 

-  T.  VESPASIAN. 

Oh  Heav’n  !  fhe’s  entring,  from  her  Charms  let’s  fly  : 
Meet  and  prevent  her -  [Ear.  T.  Yelp. 

Enter  Berenice,  £sV. 

BERENICE. 

How  he  hafles  away ! 

Ingrateful!  Dearefl  perjur’d  Tins,  Hay.  [ Kneels . 

Afflie- 
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AfRi&ions  catch  him,  great  as  thofe  I  bear. 

My  Lord,  at  laft  I  have  receiv’d  my  Doom  : 

’Tis  feal’d  :  But  ere  I  part  from  you  and  Rome , 

I  afk,  and  [  your  Pardon  would  receive, 

Can  you  the  Wrongs  which  I  have  done  forgive  ? 

ANNIOCHUS. 

I  never  any  Injuries  did  find : 

No,  Berenice  has  always  been  too  kind. 

With  one  foft  Word,  how  fuddenly  I’m  loft. 

And  have  no  Senfe  of  my  Difgraces  paft  ! 

But  mult  I  then  for  ever  lofe  you  fo  ? 

I  am  no  Roman,  nor  was  e’er  your  Foe. 

No,  rather  here  continue,  and  be  Great, 

Whilft  1  lie  ever  hopelefs  at  your  Feet. 

BERENICE. 

Should  I  ftay  here,  and  my  Wrongs  tamely  bear 
For  him  that  fnuns,  and  flies  me  ev’ry  where  r 
I  have  a  nobler  Mind,  and  you  fhall  fee 
I  can  difdain  and  fcorn  as  much  as  he  : 

For  tho’  ’tis  true,  I  never  can  be  yours ; 

Both  Rome  and  him  my  Heart  this  Hour  abjures. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

To  banifh  him  your  Heart  whilft  you  prepare, 
What  will  you  do  with  all  the  Love  that’s  there  i 
There’s  no  one  Mortal  can  deferve  it  all, 

And  fure  a  little  to  my  Share  might  fall. 

BERENICE. 

Oh  of  that  killing  Subject  talk  no  more  ; 

T  would  have  lov’d  you,  if  I  cou’d  before. 

Love  for  another  ftruck  me  with  his  Dart, 

And  ’tis  not  in  my  Power  to  force  my  Heart. 

ANN  10  C  HU S. 

When  firft  my  Paflion  was  difdain’d  for  him. 
You  kept  me  yet  alive  with  your  Efteem.  , 

M  3 
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Eut  now  at  laft  his  Ereach  of  Faith  you  fee, 

And  bear  it  nobly  too  :  How  can  you  be  V 

T’  yourfelf  fo  juft,  and  yet  fo  hard  to  me  ?  j 

BERENICE. 

What  cruel  Storms  and  fierce  Aflaults  you  make, 

To  batter  down  a  Heart  you  cannot  take, 

T  ill  you  have  broke  it.  Will  you  not  give  o’er  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  go,  and  hear  no  more. 

ANT  IOC  HU  S, 

O  flay,  fince  of  the  Vict’ry  you’re  fecure  ; 

Pity  the  Pains  and  Anguilh  1  endure,  ’  v 

In  Wounds,  which  you  and  none  but  you  can  cure.  3 

[Kneels, 

Look  back,  whilft  at  your  Feet  myfelf  I  call. 

And  think  the  Sigh  that’s  coming  is  my  laft. 

My  Heart  its  fad  eternal  Farewel  takes ; 

Ee  but  fo  kind  to  fee  me  when  it  breaks. 

BERENICE. 

Rife,  rife,  my  Lord.  The  Emperor’s  return’d, 
Condudt  me  hence,  let  me  no  more  be  fcorn’d. 

Enter  T.  Vespasian. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Now’  am  I  loft !  refolve  on  what  I  will. 

Spite  of  myfelf  I  wander  this  way  ftill. 

Why  would  you,  Berenice,  my  Prefence  fhun  ? 

BERENICE. 

No  !  I’ll  hear  nothing,  I’ve  refolv’d  on  Flight, 

And  will  be  gone.  Why  come  you  in  my  Sight  ? 
Why  come  you  thus  t’  exafperate  my  Defpair  ? 

Are  you  not  yet  content  ?  I  know  you  are. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

If  ever  yet  my  Heart  was  dear  to  yours, 

By  all  our  plighted  Vows,  thofe  fofteft  Hours, 

In  which  for  ever  to  be  true  I  fwore, 

I  beg  that  you’d  afford  me  yet  one  more. 
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BERENICE. 

I  till  To-morrow  had  your  Leave  to  flay  : 

But  my  Refolves  are  to  be  gone  To-day  ; 

And  1  depart. 

T.  VESP  ASIAN. 

No  Journey  mud  you  take. 

Would  you  poor  Titus  in  his  Griefs  forfake  ? 

No  1  Stay'  — . 

BERENICE. 

I  flay  !  Ungrateful  as  you  are  ; 

For  what!  a  People’s  rude  rffTronts  to  bear  ; 

That  with  the  Sound  of  my  Misfortunes  rend 
The  Clouds,  and  Shouts  to  Heav’n  in  Volleys  fend  ? 
Does  not  their  cruel  Joy  yet. reach  your  Ears, 

Whilft  1  alone  torment  myfelf  in  'fears  ? 

By  what  Offence  or  Crime  are  they  thus  mov’d! 

Alas  !  what  have  i  done,  but  too  much  lov’d  .f 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

D’you  mind  the  Voice  of  an  outrageous  Throng  ? 

I  ever  thought  your  Con  flan  cy  more  ftrong  : 

Never  believ’d  your  Heart  fo  weak  could  be, 

Whofe  powerful  Charms  had  captivated  me. 

BERENICE. 

All  that  I  fee  Diftradtion  does  create  : 

Thefe  rich  Apartments,  and  this  pompous  State, 

Thefe  Places  where  l  fpent  my  happieft  Hours, 

And  plighted  all  my  Vows,  falfe  Man,  to  yours ; 

All,  as  moft  vile  Impoflors,  I  deteft. 

How  flrangely,  Titus,  might  we  have  been  bleft  l 

T.  VESP  AS  IN. 

This  Art  to  torture  Souls  where  did  you  learn  ? 

Or  was  it  in  your  Nature  with  you  born  ? 

Oh  Berenice  /  how  you  deftroy  me  ! 

\Attcndants  Iring  a  Chair, 
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BERENICE. 

No, 

Return,  and  to  your  famous  Senate  go, 

That  for  your  Cruelties  applaud  you  fo. 

Have  you  not  Honour  to  your  full  Delight  ? 

Have  you  not  promis’d  to  forget  me  quite  ? 

What  more  in  Expiation  can  you  do  ? 

Have  you  not  ever  fworn  to  hate  me  loo  ? 

T.  FESPAS1AN. 

Can  you  do  any  thing  to  make  me  hate  ? 

Or  can  J  ever  Berenice  forget  ? 

This  hard  Sufpicion  was  unjuftly  urg’d 

’Gainft  a  poor  Heart,  too  much  before  furcharg’d. 

Oh,  Madam  !  know  me  better,  and  recal 
The  Wrong,  fince  firft  I  at  your  Feet  did  fall  : 

Count  all  the  fingle  Days  and  Minutes  pad. 

Wherein  my  Vows  and  my  Defires  I  pred, 

And  at  this  time  your  greateft  Conqued  know  : 

For  you  were  never  fo  belov’d  as  now; 

Nor  ever - 

BERENICE. 

Still  your  Love  you’d  have  me  own, 

Yet  you  yourfelf  command  me  to  be  gone. 

Is  my  Defpair  fo  charming  to  your  View  ? 

D’you  think  the  Tears  I  died  are  all  too  few  ? 

Of  fuch  a  Heart  a  vain  Return  you  make  ; 

No,  never  call  thofe  dear  Ideas  back  ; 

But  fuller  me  in  this  Belief  to  red, 

That  fecretly  long  fince  exil’d  your  Bread  : 

I  only  from  a  faithlefs  Wretch  depart, 

And  one  that  never  lays  the  Lofs  to  Heart. 

If  you  had  lov’d  me,  this  had  ne’er  been  fent : 

Here  you’ve  commanded  me  to  Banifhment. 

[Opens  the  Tablets. 

What 
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What  wond’rous  Love  you  bear  me  this  doth  Ihow  : 
Read,  read,  ungrateful,  read,  and  let  me  go. 

[  Gives  him  the  Tablets. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

You  fhall  not  go,  I  have  not  given  Confent, 

Nor  will  I  ever  to  your  Baniihment : 

Your  cruel  Refolution  I  defcry, 

To  be  reveng’d  of  me  you  feek  to  die. 

And  then  of  all  I  love,  except  the  Pain, 

Nought  but  the  fad  Remembrance  will  remain. 
Antiochus  !  be  thou  a  Witnefs  here  [Ber .Ji>iks  in  a  Chair. 
Of  all  my  Mifery  and  my  Defpair. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Defpair’s  a  Theme  I  only  underltand  : 

You,  if  you  will,  your  Wifhes  may  command. 

Such  Beauty  ready  for  Poffeffion  fee. 

And  leave  that  ugly  Hag,  Defpair,  to  me, 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Behold  thofe  Eyes,  how  dull  and  dark  they  grow  ! 
Madam,  when  at  your  Feet  I  fall  thus  low,  [Kneels. 
Vouchfafe  my  fad  Afflictions  to  believe, 

Alas !  ’tis  all  the  Eafe  Pm  like  to  have. 

When  firlt  the  dreadful  Minute  I  beheld. 

That  by  my  Duty  and  the  Laws  compell’d, 

I  found  it  forc’d  that  you  mud  hence  depart, 

Tho’  nothing  e’er  can  banifh  you  my  Heart : 

’Twas  then  my  Soul  had  firit  a  Senfe  of  Fears, 
Forefeeing  your  Reproaches  and  your  Fears. 

I  then  expefted,  Madam,  all  the  Weight 
Of  Woes  that  can  on  vvorfe  Misfortunes  light. 

But  whatfoever  Fears  opprefs’d  my  Heart, 

I  find  1  but  forefaw  the  leifer  Part. 

1  thought  my  Virtue  not  fo  apt  to  bow  ; 

And  am  alham’d  ’tis  thus  entangled  now. 

M  5 


B  ER  E- 


250 


Titus  and  Berenice* 

BERENICE. 

Let  me  alone,  and  vex  my  Soul  no  more ; 

You  of  your  Virtue  talk’d  enough  before  : 
v  Urge  it  not  Hill  to  aggravate  my  Shame. 

When  crown’d  with  Conqueft  from  the  Wars  you  came, 
I  know  you  brought  me  but  to  fill  your  State  ; 

For  elfe  the  Triumph  had  not  been  compleat. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Since  you  have  then  refolv’d,  it  fhall  be  fo  ; 

And  judge  by  this  if  you’re  belov’d  or  no. 

No  longer  Torments  on  my  Soul  fhall  prey, 

Since  1  to  Freedom  fee  fo  brave  a  Way  : 

A  Way  by  more  than  one  great  Roman  fhown. 

Who  when  their  IVliferies  had  prefl  ’em  down, 

Propt  from  within,  fhook  off  with  Life  the  Weight, 

[  Offers  to  Jiab  bimfelf. 

And  thus  fell  nobly  grapling  with  their  Fate. 
BERENICE. 

Oh  flay  !  to  wrong  me  more  what  way  d’ye  take  ? 
Would  Titus  die  for  Berenice's  Sake  ? 

I  fee  the  blow  you  cruelly  prepare 

To  wound  that  Breafl,  where  J,  you  fay,  have  Share. 

To  hurt  what’s  mine  would  be  unjuftly  done  ; 

No,  rather  flrike  this  Heart  that’s  all  your  own. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Eefl  of  thy  Sex  !  and  dearefl  !  now  I  fee 
How  poor  is  Empire  when  compar’d  to  thee. 

Hence,  ye  perplexing  Cares  that  clog  the  JBrain, 
Whilft  flruck  with  Ecftafy,  I  here  fail  down. 

Thus  at  your  Feet  a  happy  Prcftrate  laid,  [ Kneelt . 

I’m  much  more  bleft  than  if  the  World  1  fway’d. 

BERENICE. 

Now  the  blefl  Berenice  enough  has  feen  : 

I  thought  your  Love  had  quite  extinguilh’d  been  : 

But 
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But  ’twas  my  Error  ;  for  you  dill  are  true, 

Your  Heart  is  troubled,  and  your  Tears  I  view. 

Ev’n  my  word:  Sufferings  much  o’er-paid  I  fee, 

Nor  (hall  th’  unhappy  World  be  curd  for  me. 

Nothing,  ffnce  firff  ’twas  yours,  my  Love  would  (hake, 
So  abfolute  a  Conqued  did  you  make  : 

But  now  I’ll  bring  it  to  the  utmod  Ted, 

And  with  one  funeral  Act  crown  all  the  red. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Ha !  tell  me,  Berenice ,  what  will  you  do  ? 

BERENICE. 

Far  from  your  Sight  and  Rome  for  ever  go  : 

I  have  refolv’d  on’t,  and  it  ihall  be  fo. 

T  VESPASIAN. 

Antiochus  !  I’m  born  to  be  undone  ;  "l 

When  I  the  greated  vonqued  thought  t’  have  won,  C 
Ev’n  in  my  nobleit  Race  1  am  out-run.  i 

But  thou  wert  always  gen’rous,  always  kind  :  ) 

Your  enlarg’d  Kingdom  (hall  to  her’s  be  join’d.  C 

And  now  how  much  you  are  my  faithful  Friend,  J 
In  being  fo  to  her,  you’ll  bed  exprefs. 

[ Falling  on  his  Neck. 

Never  forfake  her  in  her  fad  Didrefs. 

Where-e’er  die  goes,  for  ever  with  her  be  ; 

And  fometimes  in  my  Abfence  figh  for  me. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Arfaces  !  on  thy  Bofom  let  me  lie, 

Whilil  I  but  take  one  lad  dear  Look,  and  die. 

BERENICE. 

No,  live,  and  by  a  generous  Strife  out-d.o 
Us  both,  and  of  yourfclr"  be  Conqu’ror  too. 

Farewel. 

Let  us  all  three  a  rare  Example  prove, 

Of  a  mod  tender  tho’  unhappy  Love. 
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Thus,  Sir,  your  Peace  and  Empire  l  reftore ; 

Farewel,  and  reign,  I'll  never  fee  you  more.  [Ex.  Ber. 
ANTI  OC  HU  S. 

Oh  Heav’n ! 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

She’s  gone,  and  all  I  valu’d  loll  : 

Now,  Friend,  let  Rome  of  her  great  Emp’ror  boaft. 
Since  they  themfelves  firft  taught  me  Cruelty, 

I’ll  try  how  much  a  Tyrant  I  can  be. 

Henceforth  all  Thoughts  of  Pity  I’ll  difown. 

And  with  my  Arms  the  Univerfe  o’er-run. 

Robb’d  of  my  Love,  thro’  P..uins  purchafe  Fame, 

And  make  the  World  as  wretched  as  I  am. 

[Exeunt  Cannes • 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Octavian  and  Shift. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

unhappy  News ;  I  did  not  expefl:  my 
^  ^  Father  in  two  Months,  and  yet  you  fay  he  is 

^  ^  ^  returned  already. 

SHIFT. 

’Tis  but  too  true. 

OCTAVIAN. 

That  he  arriv’d  this  Morning  ? 

SHIFT. 

This  very  Morning. 

OCTAVIAN. 

And  that  he  is  come  with  a  Refolution  to  marry  me  ? 

6'  WIF  T. 

Yes,  Sir,  to  marry  you. 


O  C  TA- 


254  Cheats  of  S  c  a  p  i  n. 

OCT  AVIAN. 

I  am  ruin’d  and  undone  ;  pr’ythee  advife  me. 

SHIFT. 

Advife  you  ? 

O  CT  AVI  AN. 

Yes,  advife  me.  Thou  art  as  furly,  as  if  thou  really 
couldlt  do  me  no  good.  Speak  :  Has  Neceffity  taught 
thee  no  Wit  ?  Halt  thou  no  Shift  ? 

SHIFT. 

Lord,  Sir,  I  am  atprefent  very  bufy  in  contriving  fome 
Trick  to  fave  myfelf ;  I  am  firlt  prudent,  and  then 
good-natur’d. 

OCT  AVIAN. 

How  will  my  Father  rage  and  Storm,  when  he  un- 
derftands  what  Things  have  happen’d  in  his  Abfence  l 
I  dread  his  Anger  and  Reproaches. 

SHIFT.. 

Reproaches !  Wou’d  I  could  be  quit  of  him  fo  eafily  ; 
methinks  I  feel  him  already  on  my  Shoulders. 

OCT  AVIAN. 

Disinheriting  is  the  leaffc  I  can.expedt. 

SHIFT. 

You  Should  have  thought  of  this  before,  and  not 
have  fall’n  in  love  with  I  know  not  whom,  one  that  you 
met  by  chance  in  the  Dover- Coach  :  She  is  indeed  a  good 
fmug  Lafs,  but  God  knows  what  fne  is  befides ;  perhaps 
fome - — 

OCT  AVIAN. 

Villain. 

SHIFT. 

I  have  done,  Sir,  I  have  done. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

I  have  no  Friend  that  can  appeafe  my  Father’s  Anger, 
and  now  i  Shall  be  betray’d  to  Want  and  Mifery. 

SHIFT. 
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SHIFT. 

For  my  part  I  know  but  one  Remedy  in  our  Mif- 
fortunes. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

Pr’ythee,  what  is  it  ? 

SHIFT. 

You  know  that  Rogue  and  Arch-Cheat,  Scapin . 

OCT  AVIAN. 

Well :  what  of  him  ? 

SHIFT. 

There  is  not  a  more  fubtle  Fellow  breathing ;  fo  cun¬ 
ning,  he  can  cheat  one  newly  cheated ;  ’tis  fuch  a 
wheedling  Rogue,  I’d  undertake  in  two  Hours  he  lhall 
makeyour  Father  forgive  you  all;  nay,  allow  you  Money 
for  your  necelfary  Debauches :  I  faw  him  in  three  Days 
make  an  old  cautious  Lawyer  turn  Chymid  and  Pro¬ 
jector. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

He  is  the  fitted  Perfon  in  the  World  for  my  Bufinefs  ; 
the  impudent  Varlet  can  do  any  thing  with  the  peevilh 
old  Man.  Pr’ythee  go  look  him  out,  we’ll  fet  him  to 
work  immediately. 

SHIFT. 

See  where  he  comes - Scapin . 

Enter  Scapin. 

SCAPIN. 

Worthy  Sir ! 

SHIFT. 

I  have  been  giving  my  Mailer  a  brief  Account  of  thy 
mod  noble  Qualities :  I  told  him  thou  wert  as  valiant 
as  a  ridden  Cuckold,  fincere  as  Whores,  honed  as  imps 
in  Want. 
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SC  API  N. 

Alas,  Sir,  I  but  copy  you  :  ’Tis  you  are  brave  ;  you 
fcorn  the  Gibbets,  Halters  and  Prifons  which  threaten 
you,  and  valiantly  proceed  in  Cheats  and  Robberies. 

ocr  AVIAN. 

Oh  Scapin’.  I  am  utterly  ruin’d  without  thy  Afliftance. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Why,  what’s  the  Matter,  good  Mr.  0  SI  avian  ? 

O  CTAVI AN. 

My  Father  is  this  Day  arriv’d  at  Dover  with  old  Mr. 
Gripe,  with  a  Refolution  to  marry  me. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Very  well. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

Thou  knoweft  I  am  already  marry’d  :  How  will  my 
Father  relent  my  Difobedience  ?  I  am  for  ever  loft,  un- 
lefs  thou  canft  find  fome  means  to  reconcile  me  to  him. 

SCAPIN. 

Does  your  Father  know  of  your  Marriage  ? 

ocr  AVI  AN. 

I  am  afraid  he  is  by  this  time  acquainted  with  it. 

SCAPIN. 

No  matter,  no  matter,  all  lhall  be  well ;  I  am  public- 
fpirited :  I  love  to  help  diftrelfed  young  Gentlemen  ; 
and  thank  Heaven  I  have  had  good  Succefs  enough. 

ocr  AVI  AN. 

Befides,  my  prefent  Want  muft  be  confider’d  ;  I  am 
in  Rebellion  without  any  Money. 

SCAPIN. 

I  have  Tricks  and  Shifts  too  to  get  that:  I  can  cheat 
-upon  occafion  ;  but  cheating  is  now  grown  an  ill 
Trade  ;  yet  Heaven  be  thank  d,  there  were  never  more 
Cullies  and  Fools ;  but  the  great  Rooks  and  Cheats 
allow’d  bypublic  Authority  ruin  fuch  littleUnder-traders. 
as  I  am. 


0  C  PA - 


The  Cheats  of  Scapin.  25$ 

OCT  A  VI  AN. 

Well,  get  thee  ftraight  about  the  Bufinefs :  Canft  thou 
make  no  ufe  of  my  Rogue  here  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Yes,  I  fhall  want  his  Afliftance  ;  the  Knave  has  cun- 
ninp;,  and  may  be  ufeful. 

SHIFT. 

Ay,  Sir ;  but  like  other  wife  Men,  I  am  not  over¬ 
valiant  :  Pray  leave  me  out  of  this  Bufinefs :  My  Fears 
will  betray  you  ;  you  fhall  execute.  I’ll  fit  at  home  and 
advife. 

SCAPIN. 

I  Hand  not  in  need  of  thy  Courage,  but  thy  Impu¬ 
dence,  and  thou  haft  enough  of  that :  Come,  come, 
thou  Ihalt  along  :  What  Man,  ftand  out  for  a  Beating  ? 
that’s  the  worft  can  happen. 

SHIFT. 

Well,  well. 

Enter  Clara. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

Here  comes  my  deareft  Clara . 

CLARA. 

Ah  me,  0£la-oian  !  I  hear  fad  News :  They  fay,  your 
, Father  is  return’d. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

Alas!  ’tis  true,  and  I  am  the  moft  unfortunate  Perfon 
In  the  World  ;  but  ’tis  not  my  own  Mifery  that  I  con- 
fider,  but  yours :  How  can  you  bear  thofe  Wants  to 
which  we  muft  be  both  reduc’d  ? 

CLARA. 

Love  fhall  teach  me,  that  can  make  all  Things  eafy 
to  us;  which  is  a  Sign  it  is  the  chiefeft  Good ;  But  I  have 
other  Cares.  Will  you  be  ever  conftant  ?  Shall  not  yOur 
Father’s  Severity  conftrain  you  to  be  falfe  ? 

O  C  TA- 
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OCT AVIAN . 

Never,  my  Deareft,  never. 

CLARA. 

They  that  love  much  may  be  allow’d  fome  Fears. 

SCAPIN. 

Come,  come  ;  we  have  ow  no  time  to  hear  you 
Ipeak  fine  tender  things  to  one  another  :  Pray  do  you 
prepare  to  encounter  with  your  bather. 

CLARA. 

I  tremble  at  the  Thoughts  of  it. 

SCAPIN. 

You  mull  appear  refolute  at  firll :  Tell  him  you 
Can  live  without  troubling  him  ;  threaten  him  to  turn 
Soldier ;  or,  what  will  frighten  him  worfe,  fay,  you’ll 
turn  Poet.  Come,  I’ll  warrant  you,  we  bring  him  to 
Compofition. 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

What  would  I  give  twere  over  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Let  us  pradlife  a  little  what  you  are  to  do.  Suppofe 
me  your  Father,  very  grave,  and  very  angry. 

OCT  A  VI  AN. 

Well. 


SCAPIN. 

Do  you  look  very  carelelly,  like  a  fmall  Courtier  upon 

his  Country  Acquaintance ;  a  little  more  furlily: - 

Very  well : - Now  I  come  full  of  my  Fatherly  Au¬ 

thority — 

O flavian..  thou  makelt  we  weep  to  fee  thee ;  but  alas  ! 
they  are  not  Tears  of  Joy,  but  Tears  of  Sorrow.  Did 
ever  fo  good  a  Father  beget  fo  lewd  a  Son  ?  Nay,  but  for 
that  I  think  thy  Mother  virtuous,  I  fhould  pronounce 
thou  art  not  mine  ;  Newgate- Bird,  Rogue,  Villain,  what 
a  Trick  haft  thou  play’d  me  in  my  Abfence  ?  Marry’d  ? 
Yes:  But  to  whom?  Nay  that  thou  knoweft  not.  I’ll  war¬ 
rant 
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rant  you  fome  Waiting-Woman  corrupted  in  a  civil 
Family,  and  reduc’d  to  one  of  the  Play  -houfes,  remov’d 
from  thence  by  fome  Keeping  Coxcomb,  or - 

CL  JR  A. 

Hold,  Scapin,  hold 

SC  API  N. 

No  Offence,  Lady,  I  fpeak  but  another’s  Words. 
Thou  abominable  Rafcal,  thou  {halt  not  have  a  Groat, 
not  a  Groat.  Befides,  1  will  break  all  thy  Bones  ten  times 

over ;  get  thee  out  of  my  Houfe - Why,  Sir,  you 

reply  not  a  Word,  but  Hand  as  bathfully  as  a  Girl  that 
is  examin’d  by  a  Baudy  Judge  about  a  Rape, 

O  CTA  V 1  AN. 

Look,  yonder  comes  my  Father. 

SCAPIN. 

Stay,  Shift,  and  get  you  two  gone  :  let  me  alone  to 
manage  the  old  Fellow.  [ Ex .  Oft.  and  Clara. 

Enter  Thrifty. 

THRIFTY. 

Was  there  ever  fuch  a  rafh  Aftion  ? 

SCAPIN. 

He  has  been  inform’d  of  the  Bufinefs,  and  is  now  fo 
full,  of  it  that  he  vents  it  to  himfelf. 

TIIRIFTT. 

I  would  fain  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves. 

SCAPIN. 

We  are  not  unprovided.  [At  a  Dijiance, 

THRIFTY. 

Will  they  be  fo  impudent  to  deny  the  Thing  ? 

SCAPIN. 

We  never  intend  it. 

THRIFTY. 

Or  will  they  endeavour  to  excufe  it  ? 


SCA~ 
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SCAPIN. 

Would  you  be  in  Choler,  Sir. 

THRIFTY. 

Ay,  Sir,  I  would  be  in  Choler. 

SCAPIN. 

Pray  with  whom  ? 

THRIFTY. 

With  that  confounded  Rogue  there. 

SCAPIN. 

Upon  what  Reafon  ? 

THRIFTY. 

Upon  what  Reafon  ?  Haft  thou  not  heard  what  hath 
happen’d  in  my  Abfence  ? 

SCAPIN. 

I  heard  a  little  idle  Story. 

THRIFTY. 

A  little  idle  Story,  quoth-a  i  why  Man,  my  Son’s  un¬ 
done,  my  Son’s  undone. 

SCAPIN. 

Come,  come,  Things  have  not  been  well  carry’d  ; 
but  I  would  advife  you  to  make  no  more  of  it. 

THRIFTY. 

I’m  not  of  your  Opinion,  I’ll  make  the  whole  Town 
ring  of  it. 

SCAPIN. 

Lord,  Sir,  I  have  ftorm’d  about  this  Buftnefs  as  much  as 
you  can  do  for  your  Heart,  but  what  are  we  both  the 
better  ?  \  told  him,  indeed,  Mr.  Odavian,  you  do  not 
do  well  to  wrong  fo  good  a  Father  :  1  preached  him  three 
or  four  times  afleep,  but  all  would  not  do  ;  till  at  lalt, 
when  !  had  well  examined  the  Buftnefs,  I  found  you  had 
not  fo  much  Wrong  done  you  as  you  imagine. 

THRIFTY. 

How,  not  Wrong  done  mey  to  have  my  Son  marry’d 
without  my  Confent  to  a  Beggar  ! 


SC  A. 
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S  CAP  IN. 

Alas,  he  was  ordain’d  to  it. 

THRIFTY. 

That’s  fine  indeed  ;  we  lhall  Iteal,  cheat,  murder,  and 
fo  be  hang’d,  then  Jay  we  were  ordain’d  to  it. 

SCJPIN. 

Truly,  I  did  not  think  you  fo  fubtle  a  Philofopher  j 
I  mean,  he  was  fatally  engag’d  in  this  Affair. 

THRIFTY. 

Why  did  he  engage  himfelf  ? 

SC  A  PIN. 

Very  true  indeed,  very  true ;  but  fy  upon  you  now, 
would  you  have  him  as  wife  ajyourfelf?  Young  Men  will 
have  their  Follies,  witnefs  my  Charge,  Leander  ;  who 
has  gone  and  thrown  away  himfelf  at  a  llranger  rate  than 
your  Son.  1  would  fain  know  if  you  were  not  once 
young  yourfelf;  yes,  I  warrant  you,  and  had  your 
Frailties. 

THRIFTY. 

Yes,  but  they  never  colt  me  any  thing  ;  a  Man  may 
be  as  frail  and  as  wicked  as  he  pleafe,  if  it  colt  him 
nothing. 

SCJPIN. 

Alas,  he  was  fo  in  love  with  the  young  Wench,  that 
if  he  had  not  had  her,  he  mult  have  certainly  hang’d 
himfelf. 

SHIFT. 

Mult !  why,  he  had  already  done  it,  but  that  I  came 
viery  feafonably  and  cut  the  Rope. 

THRIFTY. 

Didlt  thou  cut  the  Rope,  Dog  ?  I’ll  murder  thee  for 
that ;  thou  lhouldlt  have  let  him  hang. 

SCJPIN. 

Befides,  her  Kindred  furpriz’d  him  with  her,  and  forc’d 
Urn  to  marry  her. 

THRIFTY. 
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THRIFTY 

.  Then  fhould  he  have  prefcntly  gone,  and  protefted 
againfl  the  Violence  at  a  Notary’s. 

SCJPIN. 

O  Lord,  Sir,  he  fcorn’d  that. 

THRIFTY.  ! 

Then  might  I  ealily  have  difannull’d  the  Marriage. 
SCJPIN . 


Difannull  the  Marriage  ?  * 

THRIFTY. 

Yes. 

SCJPIN. 

.  You  fhall  not  break  the  Marriage. 

THRIFTY. 

Shall  not  I  break  it  ? 

SCJPIN. 

No. 

THRIFTY. 

What,  fhall  not  I  claim  the  Privilege  of  a  Father,  and 
have  Satisfaction  for  the  Violence  done  to  my  Son  ? 

S  CAP  IN. 

’Tis  a  thing  he  will  never  confent  to. 

THRIFTY. 

He  will  not  confent  to  ! 


SCJPIN. 

No :  Would  you  have  him  confefs  he  was  he&or’d 
into  any  thing  ?  that  is  to  declare  himfelf  a  Coward  : 
Oh  fy,  Sir,  one  that  has  the  Honour  of  being  your  Son, 
can  never  do  fuch  a  thing. 

THR  IFTY. 

Pifh,  talk  not  to  me  of  Honour ;  he  fhall  do  it  or  be 
difinherited. 

SCJPIN. 

Who  fhall  difin.herit  him  ? 

THRIFTY. 


That  will  I,  Sir. 
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SC  API  n. 

You  difinherit  him  !  very  good. 

T  HR  I  FT  Y. 

How  very  good  ? 

SC  APIN. 

You  fhall  not  difinherit  him. 

THRIFTY. 

Shall  not  I  difinherit  him  ? 

SC  APIN. 

No, 

THRIFTY. 

No! 

SCAP1N. 

No. 

THRIFTY. 

Sir,  you  are  very  merry ;  I  fhall  not  difinherit  my  Sonfc 

SCAPIN. 

No,  I  tell  you. 

THRIFTY. 

Pray  who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Alas,  Sir,  your  own  felf.  Sir ;  your  own  felf. 

THRIFTY. 

I  myfelf  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Yes,  Sir,  for  you  can  never  have  the  Heart  to  do  it. 

THRIFTY. 

You  (hall  find  I  can,  Sir. 

SCAPIN. 

Come,  you  deceive  yourfelf ;  Fatherly  Affedlion  mull 
Ihow  itfelf,  it  mull,  it  mull ;  do  not  1  know  you  were 
ever  tender-hearted  ? 

THRIFTY. 

You’re  miftaken, Sir;  you’re  miftaken  - Pilh,  why 

do  I  fpend  my  Time  inTittle-tattle  with  this  idleFellow  ? 

— Hang 
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. _ Hang-dog,  go  find  out  my  Rake-Hell" 

[To  Shift .]  whilil  1  go  to  my  Brother  Gripe,  and  inform 
him  of  my  Misfortune. 

SCAPIN. 

In  the  mean  time,  if  lean  do  you  any  Service - 

THRIFTY. 

O  !  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  thank  you —  [ Exit  Thrifty. 

SHIFT. 

I  mull  confefs,  thou  art  a  brave  Fellow,  and  our. 

Affairs  begin  to  be  in  a  better  Pofture - but  the  Money, 

the  Money — vve  are  abominable  poor,  and  my  Mafter 
has  the  lean  vigilant  Duns  that  torment  him  more  than 
an  old  Mother  does  a  poor  Gallant,  when  fhe  folicits  a 
Maintenance  for  her  difearded  Daughter. 

SCAPIN. 

Your  Money  fh all  be  my  next  Care - let  me  fee,  I 

want  a  Fellow  to - Canft  thou  not  counterfeit  a 

roaring  Bully  of  Alfatia? — Stalk - look  big - very 

well.  Follow  me,  I  have  Ways  to  difguife  thy  Voice  and 
Countenance. 

SHIFT. 

Pray  take  a  little  Care  and  lay  your  Plot  fo  that  I 
may  not  aft  the  Bully  always  j  1  would  not  be  beaten 
like  a  Bully. 

SCAPIN. 

We’ll  fhare  the  Danger,  we’ll  lhare  the  Danger. 


Vol.  I. 
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A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Thrifty  and  Gripe. 

GRIPE. 

(T  IR,  what  you  tell  me  concerning  your  Son,  hath 
^  ftrangely  fruftrated  our  Defigns. 

THRIFTY. 

Sir,  trouble  not  yourfelf  about  my  Son  ;  I  have  un¬ 
dertaken  to  remove  all  Gbftacles,  which  is  the  Bufinefs 
I  am  fo  vigoroully  in  purfuit  of. 

GRIPE. 

In  Troth,  Sir,  I’ll  tell  you  what  T  fay  to  you  :  The 
Education  of  Children,  after  the  getting  of  ’em,  ought 
to  be  the  neardl  Concern  of  a  Father.  And  had  you 
tutur’dyour  Son  with  that  Care  and  Duty  incumbent  on 
you,  he  never  could  fo  flightly  have  forfeited  his. 

THRIFTY. 

Sir,  to  return  you  a  Sentence  for  your  Sentence  :  Thofe 
that  are  fo  quick  to  cenfure  and  condemn  the  Condudl  of 
others,  ought  firft  to  take  care  that  all  be  well  at  home. 

GRIPE. 

Why,  Mr.  Thrifty ,  have  you  heard  any  thing  con¬ 
cerning  rny  Son  ? 

THRIFTY. 

It  may  be  I  have ;  and  it  may  be  worfe  than  of 
my  own. 

GRIPE. 

What  is’t  I  pray  ?  my  Son  ! 


THRIFTY. 
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THRIFTT. 

Even  your  own  Scapin  to'd  it  me,  and  you  may  hear 
it  from  him  or  fomebody  elfe  :  For  my  part,  I  am  your 
Friend,  and  would  not  willingly  be  the  Meffenger  of  ill 
News  to  one  that  I  think  fo  to  me.  Your  Servant :  I 
mull:  haften  to  my  Counfel,  and  advife  what’s  to  be  done 
in  this  Cafe.  God  be  with  you  till  I  fee  you  again. 

[Exit  Thrifty. 

GRIPE. 

Worfe  than  his  Son  !  For  my  part  I_cannot  imagine 
how  ;  for  a  Son  to  marry  impudently  without  the  Con- 
fent  of  his  Father,  is  as  great  an  Offence  as  can  be  ima¬ 
gin’d,  I  take  it :  But  yonder  he  comes. 


Enter  Leander, 

LEANDER. 

Oh  my  dear  Father,  how  joyful  am  I  to  fee  you 
fafely  return’d!  Welcome,  as  the  Bleffing  which  1  am 
now  craving  will  be, 

GRIPE. 

Not  fo  fall,  Friend  a’mine  ;  foft  and  fair  goes  far, 
Sir.  You  are  my  Son,  as  I  take  it. 

LEANDER. 

What  d’ye  mean,  Sir  ? 

GRIPE. 

Stand  flill,  and  let  me  look  in  thy  Face. 

LEANDER. 

How  mufti  Hand,  Sir  ? 

GRIPE. 

Look  upon  me  with  both  Eyes. 

LEANDER. 

Well,  Sir,  I  do. 

GRIPE. 

What’s  the  meaning  of  this  Report  ? 

LEANDER. 

Report,  Sir  ? 

N  2 
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GRIPE. 


Yes,  Report,  Sir  !  I  fpeak  Englijh,  as  I  take  it :  What 
is’t  that  you  have  done  in  my  Abfence  ? 

LEANDER. 

What  is’t.  Sir,  which  you  would  have  had  me  done  ? 


GRIPE. 

I  do  not  alk  you,  what  I  would  have  had  you  done  ; 
but  what  have  you  done  ? 


LEANDER 


Who  I,  Sir  ?  why  I  have  done  nothing  at  all,  not  I, 
Sir. 


GRIPE. 


Nothing  at  all  ? 

LEANDER. 


No,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

You  have  no  Impudence  to  fpeak  on. 

LEANDER. 


Sir,  I  have  the  Confidence  that  becomes  a  Man  and 
my  Innocence. 

GRIPE. 

Very  well ;  but  Scapin,  d'ye  mark  me,  young  Man, 
Scapin  has  told  me  fome  Tales  of  your  Behaviour. 

LEANDER. 

Scapin  ! 

GRIPE. 

Oh  have  I  caught  you  ?  that  Name  makes  ye  blufh, 
does  it ,f  ’Tis  well  you  have  fome  Grace  left. 

LEANDER. 

Has  he  faid  any  thing  concerning  me  ? 

GRIPE. 

That  fhall  be  examin’d  anon  :  In  the  mean  while  get 
you  home,  d’ye  hear,  and  Hay  till  my  Return  ;  but  look 
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to’t,  if  thou  haft  done  any  thing  to  dilhonour  me,  never 
think  to  come  within  my  Doors,  or  fee  my  Face  more  ; 
but  expedt  to  be  as  miferable  as  thy  Folly  and  Poverty 
can  make  thee.  [ Exit  Gripe. 

LEANDER. 

Very  fine  :  I  am  in  a  hopeful  Condition  :  ThisRafcnl 
has  betray’d  my  Marriage,  and  undone  me  :  how  there 
is  no  way  left  but  to  turn  Outlaw,  and  live  by  Rapine  ; 
and  to  fet  my  Hand  in,  the  firft  thing  fhall  be  to  cut  the 
1  hroat  of  that  perfidious  lick-thank  Deg  that  has 
ruin’d  me. 

Enter  O  c  t  a  v  1  an  a?id  S  C  a  p  i  n. 


OCT  AVI  AN. 

Dear  Scapin,  how  infinitely  am  1  oblig’d  to  thee  for 
thy  Care  ! 

LEANDER. 

Yonder  he  comes :  I'm  overjoy’d  to  fee  you,  good 
Mr.  Dog ! 

SCAPIN. 

Sir,  your  moll  humble  Servant,  you  honour  me  too  far. 

LEANDER. 

You  adl  an  ill  Fool’s  Part ;  but  I  fha.ll  teach  you. 

SCAPIN. 

Sir? 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

Hold,  Leander. 

L  EANDER. 

No,  Ofiavian,  I’ll  make  him  confefs  the  Treachery  he 
has  committed  ;  yes,  Varlet,  Dog,  1  know  the  Trick  you 
have  play’d  me  :  you  thought  perhaps  nobody  would 
have  told  me.  But  I’ll  make  you  confefs  it,  or  I’ll  run 
my  Sword  into  your  Guts. 

SCAPIN. 

Oh  Sir,  Sir,  would  you  have  the  Heart  to  do  fuch  a 
thing  ?  have  I  done  you  any  Injury,  Sir  ? 
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L  E  AND  E  R. 

Yes,  Rafcal,  that  you  have,  and  I’ll  make  you  own  it 
too,  or  I’ll  fwinge  it  out  of  your  already  tann’d  thick 
Hiue.  {Beats  him. 

SC  AP  IN. 

The  Devil’s  in't.  Lord,  Sir,  what  d’ye  mean  ?  Nay, 
good  Mr.  Leander,  pray  Mr.  Leander ;  ’Squire  Leander 
■As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d - 

OCT  AV I  AN. 

F'r’ythee  be  quiet ;  for  lhame  ;  enough.  [ Interpofetb . 

SCAPIN. 

Well,  Sir,  I  confefs  indeed  that - - 

LEANDER. 

What !  fpeak.  Rogue. 

SCAPIN. 

About  two  Months  ago  you  may  remember,  a  Maid- 
fervant  dy’d  in  the  Houfe - 

L  EANDER. 

What  of  all  that  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Ihay,  Sir,  if  I  confefs,  you  mull  not  be  angry. 

LEANDER. 

Well,  go  on. 

SCAPIN. 

’Twas  faid  ihe  dy’d  for  love  of  me,  Sir:  But  let  that 
pafs. 

LEANDER. 

Death,  you  trifling  Buffoon. 

SCAPIN. 

About  a  Week  after  her  Death,  I  drell  up  myfelf  like 
her  Gholx,  and  went  into  Madam  Lucia,  your  Millrefs’s 
Chamber,  where  (he  lay  half  in,  half  out  of  Bed,  with 
her  Woman  by  her,  reading  an  ungodly  Play-Book. 
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LEANDER 

And  was  it  your  Impudence  did  that? 

S  CAP  IN. 

They  both  believe  it  was  a  Ghoft  to  this  Hour :  But  it 
was  myfelf  play’d  the  Goblin,  to  frighten  her  from  the 
fcurvy  Cuftom  of  lying  awake  at  thofe  unfeafbnable- 
Hours,  hearing  filthy  Plays,  when  /he  had  never  faid  her 
Prayers. 

LEANDER. 

I  /hall  remember  you  for  all  in  time  and  place  :  But 
come  to  the  Point,  and  tell  me  what  thou  haft  faid  to 
my  Father. 

5  CAP  IN. 

To  your  Father  r  I  have  not  fo  much  as  feen  him' 
fince  his  Return,  and  if  you’d  aflc  him  he’ll  tell  you  fo 
himfelf. 


LEANDER. 

Yes,  he  told  me  himfelf,  and  told  me  all  that  thou  haft 
faid  to  him. 

S  CAP  IN. 

With  your  good  Leave,  Hr,  then  he  ly’d  ;  I  beg  your 
Pardon,  1  mean  he  was  miftaken. 

Enter  Sly. 

SLT. 

Oh,  Sir,  I  bring  you  the  moil  unhappy  News. 

LEANDER. 

What’s  the  matter  ? 

SLT. 

Your  Miftrefs,  Sir,  is  yonder  arrefted  in  an  AdKon  of 
two  hundred  Pounds.  They  fay  ’tis  a  Debt  (he  left  unpaid 
at  London,  in  the  hafte  of  her  Efcape  hither  to  Dover', 
and  if  you  don’t  raife  Money  within  thefe  two  Hours 
to  difcharge  her,  /he’ll  be  hurry’d  to  Prifon. 
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LEANDER. 

Within  thefe  two  Hours  ? 

5  l  r. 

Yes,  Sir,  within  thefe  two  Hours. 

LEANDER. 

Ah,  my  poor  See- pin,  I  want  thy  Alhliance. 

[Scapin  -t walks  about  fur  lily . 

S  CAP  IN. 

Ah,  my  poor  Scapin  !  Now  I’m  your  poor  Scapin ,  now 
you’ve  need  of  me. 

LEANDER. 

No  more  :  I  pardon  thee  all  that  thou  haft  done,  and 
worfe  if  thou  art  guilty  of  it. 

SCAPIN 

No,  no,  never  pardon  me;  run  your  Sword  in  my 
Guts,  you’ll  do  better  to  murder  me. 

LEANDER. 

For  Heav’n’s  Sake,  think  no  more  upon  that,  butlludy 
now  to  affifl:  me. 

O  CT AVIAN. 

You  mull  do  fomething  for  him. 

SCAPIN. 

Yes,  to  have  my  Bones  broken  for  my  Pains. 
LEANDER. 

Would  you  leave  me,  Scapin ,  in  this  fevere  Extremity  ? 
SCAPIN. 

To  put  fuch  an  Affront  upon  me  as  you  did. 

LEANDER. 

I  wrong’d  thee,  I  confefs. 

SCAPIN. 

To  ufe  me  like  a  Scoundrel,  a  Villain,  a  Rafcal,  to 
threaten  to  run  your  Sword  in  my  Guts. 

L  E  AN D  E  R. 

I  cry  thy  Mercy  with  all  my  Heart ;  and  if  thou  wilt 
have  me  throw  xnyfelf  at  thy  Feet,  I’ll  do’t 

OCT  A. 
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OCT  A  VI  AN. 

Faith,  Scapian,  you  mult,  you  cannot  but  yield. 
SCAPIN. 

Well  then  :  But  d’ye  mark  me,  Sir,  another  time 
better  Words,  and  gentler  Blows. 

LEANDER. 

Will  you  promife  to  mind  my  Bufinefs  ? 

SCAPIN. 

As  I  fee  convenient,  care  lhall  be  taken. 

LEANDER. 

But  the  Time  you  know  is  Ihort. 

SC  APIN. 

Pray,  Sir,  don’t  be  fo  troublefome :  How  much  Money 
is’t  you  want  ? 

LEANDER. 

Two  hundred  Pounds. 


And  you  ? 


SCAPIN. 
OCT  AVIAN. 


As  much. 

SCAPIN,  [To  Leander. 

No  more  to  be  faid  ;  it  (ball  be  done  :  for  you  the 
Contrivance  is  laid  already  ;  and  for  your  Father,  tho’  he 
be  covetous  to  the  ialt  degree,  yet,  thanks  be  toHeav’n, 
he’s  but  a  lhallow  Perfon,  his  Parts  are  not  extraordinary  : 
Do  not  take  it  ill,  Sir,  for  you  have  no  Refemblance  of 
him,  but  that  y'are  very  like  him.  Begone  ;  1  fee  Ocla- 
'vicu j’s  Father  coming,  I’ll  begin  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Oft.  and Leand. 


Enter  T  h  rifty. 


Here  he  comes,  mumbling  and  chewing  the  Cud,  to 
prove  himfelf  a  ciean  Bead. 

N  S 


THRIFTY. . 
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THRIFTY. 

Oh,  audacious  Boy,  to  commit  fo  infolent  a  Crime, 
and  plunge  himfelf  in  fuch  a  Mifchief! 

SCAPIN. 

Sir,  your  humble  Servant. 

THRIFTY. 

How  do  you,  Scapin  I 

SCAPIN. 

What,  you  are  ruminating  on  your  Son’s  raih  A&ions  ? 

THRIFTY. 

Have  I  not  Reafon  to  be  troubled  ? 

SCAPIN. 

The  Life  of  Man  is  full  of  Troubles,  that’s  the  Truth 
on’t :  But  your  Philofopher  is  always  prepar’d.  I  re¬ 
member  an  excellent  Proverb  of  the  Ancients,  very  fit 
for  your  Cafe. 

THRIFTY. 

What’s  that  ? 

5  CAP  IN. 

Fray,  mind  it,  ’twill  do  ye  a  World  of  good. 

TIIR  IFTY. 

What  is’t,  I  alk  you  ? 

SCAPIN. 

WThy,  when  the  Mailer  of  a  Family  Ih  all  be  abfent  any 
confiderable  time  from  his  Home  or  iVJanfion,  he  ought 
rationally,  gravely,  wifely,  andphilofophically,  to  revolve 
within  his  Mind  all  the  concurrent  Circumftances,  that 
may,  during  the  Interval,  confpire  to  the  Conjunction  of 
thofe  Misfortunes  andtroublefome  Accidents  that  may  in¬ 
tervene  upon  the  faid  Abfence,  and  the  Interruption  of 
his  Oeconomical  infpeftion,  into  the  RemilTnefs,  Negli- 
gencies,  Frailties,  and  huge  and  perilous  Errors,  which 
his  Substitutes,  Servants,  or  Truftees,  may  be  capable 
of,  or  liable  and  obnoxious  unto  ;  which  may  arife  from 

the 
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thelmperfe&ion  andCorruptnefs  of  ingenerated  Natures, 
or  the  Taint  and  Contagion  of  corrupted  Education, 
whereby  the  Fountain-head  of  Man’s  Difpofition  becomes 
muddy,  and  all  the  Streams  of  his  Manners  and  Con- 
verfation  run  confequently  defil’d  and  impure  :  Thefe 
Things  premis’d,  and  fore-confider’d,  arm  the  faid  pru¬ 
dent  I'hilofo'ph.icalPater-Familtas,  to  find  his  Koufe  laid 
wafle,  his  Wife  murder’d,  his  Daughters  deflower’d,  his 
Sons  bang’d  : 

Cum  multis  aliis  qua  nunc  prefcrilere  longum  ejl, 
and  to  thank  Heaven  ’tis  no  worfe  too.  D’ye  mark.  Sir  ? 
THR I FT K 

S’death  !  Is  all  this  a  Proverb  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Ay,  and  the  bed;  Proverb,  and  the  wifell  in  the  World. 
Good  Sir,  get  it  by  Heart :  ’Twill  do  ye  the  greatell 
Good  imaginable  ;  and  don’t  trouble  yourfelf :  i’ll  re¬ 
peat  it  to  you  till  you  have  gotten  it  by  Heart. 

THRIFTY. 

No,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I’ll  have  none  on’t. 

SCAPIN. 

Pray  do,  you’ll  like  it  better  next  time;  hear  it  once 
more,  1  fay - W  hen  the  Mailer  of  a - - 

THR  IFTY. 

Hold,  hold,  I  have  better  Thoughts  of  my  own  ;  I’m 
going  to  my  Lawyer  ;  I’ll  null  the  Marriage. 

SCAPIN. 

Going  toLaw!  Are  you  mad  to  venture  yourfelf  among 
Lawyers  ?  Do  ye  not  fee  every  Day  how  the  Sponges 
fuck  poor  Clients,  and  with  a  Company  of  fool  ill,  non- 
fenfical  Terms,  and  knavifh  Tricks,  undo  the  Nation  ? 
No,  you  fhali  take  another  way. 

N  6 


THRIFTY. 
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THRIFTY. 

You  have  Reafon,  if  there  were  any  other  way. 

SC  API  N. 

Come,  I  have  found  one.  The  Truth  is,  I  have  a  great 
Compaffion  for  your  Grief ;  I  cannot,  when  I  fee  tender 
Fathers  afflicted  for  their  Sons  Mifcarriages,  but  have 
Bowels  for  ’em  ;  I  have  much  ado  to  refrain  weeping 
for  you. 

THR  IFTY. 

Truly  my  Cafe  is  fad,  very  fad. 

SCAPIN. 

So  it  is  ;  Tears  will  burit  out  ;  I  have  a  great  Refpefl 
for  your  Perfon.  [Counterfeits  sweeping. 

THR  IFTT. 

Thank  you  with  all  my  Heart ;  in  troth  we  flrould 
have  a  Fellow-feeling. 

SCAPIN. 

Ay,  fo  we  fhould  ;  I  affure  you  there  is  not  a  Perfon 
in  the  World  whom  1  refpedt  more  than  the  noble  Mr. 
Thrifty. 

THR  IF  TT. 

Thou  art  honeft,  Scapin.  Ha’done,  ha’done. 

5  CAP  IN. 

Sir,  your  mod  humble  Servant. 

THRIFTY. 

But  what  is  your  Way  : 

SCAPIN. 

Why,  in  brief,  I  have  been  with  the  Brother  of  her 
whom  your  wicked  Son  has  married. 

THR  IFTT. 

What  is  he  ? 

SCAPIN. 

A  mod  outrageous  roaring  Fellow,  with  a  down-hang- 
ing  Look,  contradled  Brow,  with  a  fwell’d  red  Face  en- 

-  flamed 
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flamed  with  Brandy  ;  one  that  frowns,  puff's,  and  looks 
big  at  all  Mankind,  roars  out  Oaths,  and  bellows  out 
Curfes  enough  in  a  Day  to  ferve  a  Garrifon  a  Week  ; 
bred  up  in  Blood  and  Rapine,  ufed  to  Slaughter  from  his 
Youth  upwards ;  one  that  makes  no  more  Confcience 
of  killing  a  Man,  than  cracking  of  a  Loufe;  he  has 
killed  Sixteen  :  Four  for  taking  the  Wall  of  him,  Five  for 
looking  too  big  upon  him,  Two  he  (hot  pilling  againft 
the  Wall :  In  fliort,  he  is  the  moll;  dreadful  of  all  the 
Race  of  Bullies. 

THRIFTT. 

Heaven  !  How  do  T  tremble  at  the  Defcription  ?  But 
what’s  this  to  my  Bufinefs  ? 

SC  API  N. 

Why,  he  (as  molt  Bullies  are)  is  in  want,  and  I  have 
brought  him,  by  threatning  him  with  all  the  Courfes  of 
Law,  all  the  Affiftance  of  your  Friends,  and  your  great 
Purfe,  (in  which  I  ventur’d  my  Life  ten  times,  for  fo 
often  he  drew  and  run  at  me)  yet,  I  fay,  at  laft  I  have 
made  him  hearken  to  a  Compolition,  and  to  null  the 
Marriage  for  a  Sum  of  Money. 

THRIFTT. 

Thanks,  dear  Scapin ;  but  what  Sum  ? 

SC  A  PIN. 

Faith  he  was  damnably  unreafonable  at  firff,  and  ’gad 
I  told  him  fo  very  roundly. 

THRIFTT. 

A  Pox  on  him,  what  did  he  a!k  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Aik  ?  Hang  him,  why  he  alk’d  five  hundred  Pounds. 

THRIFTT. 

’Ouns  and  Heart,  five  hundred  Pounds !  five  hundred 

Devils  take  him - and  fry  and  fricaffee  the  Dog; 

does  he  take  me  for  a  M ad-man  ? 


SCAPIN. 
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SCAPIN, 

Why  fo  I  faid  ;  and  after  much  Argument  I  brought 
him  to  this :  Damme,  fays  he,  1  am  going  to  the  Army, 
and  I  mud  have  two  good  Horfes  for  myfelf,  for  fear  one 
fhould  die ;  and  thole  will  cod  at  lead  threefcore  Guineas. 

thr  if  ty. 

Hang  him,  Rogue  !  why  fhould  he  have  two  Horfes  ? 
But  I  care  not  if  i  give  threefcore  guineas  to  be  rid  of 
this  Affair. 

SCAPIN. 

Then,  fays  he,  my  Pidols,  Saddle,  Horfe-Cloth,  and 
all,  will  cod  twenty  more. 

THRIFTY. 

Why  that’s  Fourfcore. 

SCAPIN. 

Well  reckon’d  :  ’Faith  this  Arithmetic  is  a  fine  Art. 
Then  1  mud  have  one  for  my  Boy  will  cod  twenty  more. 

THR  IFTT. 

Oh  the  Devil!  confounded  Dog!  let  him  go  and 
be  damn’d,  I’ll  give  him  nothing;. 

SCAPIN. 

Sir. 

THRIFTY. 

Not  a  Sous,  damn’d  Rafcal,  let  him  turn  Foot-Soldier 
and  be  hang’d. 

SCAPIN. 

He  has  a  Man  befides ;  would  you  have  him  go 
afoot  ? 

THR  IFTY. 

Ay,  and  his  Mader  too,  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  with 
him. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Well,  you  are  refolv’d  to  fpend  twice  as  much  at 
Doffors-Comrnons,  you  are  ;  you  will  dand  out  for  fuch 
a  Sum  as  this,  do. 


THR  IFTY. 
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THRIFTY. 

Oh  damn’d  unconfcionable  Rafcal !  well,  if  it  mull 
be  fo,  let  him  have  the  other  twenty. 

SCAPIN. 

Twenty  !  why  it  comes  to  forty. 

THR  IFTY. 

No,  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  in  it.  Oh,  a  covetous 
Rogue  !  J  wonder  he  is  not  alham’d  to  be  fo  covetous. 

SCAPIN. 

Vvhy  this  is  nothing  to  the  Charge  at  Dottors-Com- 
mons  ;  and  tho’  her  Brother  has  no  Money,  Ihe  has  an 
Uncle  able  to  defend  her. 


THRIFTY. 

O  eternal  Rogue !  well  I  mull  do't,  the  Devil's  in 
him,  I  think ! 

SCAPIN. 


Then,  fays  he,  I  mull  carry  into  France  Money  to 
buy  a  Mule,  to  carry - - 

THR  IFTY. 

Let  him  go  to  the  Devil  with  his  Mule,  I’ll  appeal 
to  the  Judges. 

SCAPIN. 

Nay,  good  Sir,  think  a  little, 

THRIFTY, „ 


No,  I’ll  do  nothing. 

SCAPIN. 

Sir,  Sir,  but  one  little  Mule  ? 

THRIFTY. 

No,  not  fo  much  as  an  Afs ! 

SCAPIN. 


Confider. 

THRIFTY. 


I  will  not  confider,  I’ll  go  to  Law. 


SCAPIN. 
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SCJPIN 

I  am  fare  if  you  go  to  i  aw,  you  do  not  ccnfider  the 
Appeals,  Degrees  of  Jurifdi&ion,  the  intricate  Proceed¬ 
ings,  the  Knaveries,  the  Craving  of  fo  many  ravenous 
Animals  that  will  prey  upon  you,  villainous  Harpies  ! 
Promoters,  Tipftaves,  and  the  like  ;  none  of  which  but 
will  puff  away  the  cleared  Right  in  the  World  for  a 
Bribe.  On  the  other  Side,  the  Prodlor  (hall  fide  with 
your  Adverfary,  and  fell  your  Caufe  for  ready  Money  : 
Your  Advocate  fhall  be  gain’d  the  fame  way,  and  lhall 
not  be  found  when  your  Laufe  is  to  be  heard.  Law  is 
a  Torment  of  all  Torments, 

THRIFTY. 

That’s  true  :  Why,  what  does  the  damn’d  Rogue - 

reckon  for  his  Mule  ? 

SCJPIN. 

Why,  for  Horfes,  Furniture,  Mule,  and  to  pay  fome 
Scores  that  are  due  to  his  Landlady,  he  demands,  and 
will  have,  Two  hundred  Pounds. 

THRIFTY. 

Come,  come,  let’s  go  to  Law. 

[Thrifty  walks  up  and  down  in  a  great  Heat . 

SCJPIN. 

Do  but  reflett  upon - - 

THRIFTY. 

I’ll  go  to  Law. 

SCJPIN. 

Do  not  plunge  yourfelf. 

THRIFTY. 

To  Law,  I  tell  you. 

SCJPIN. 

Why,  there’s  for  Procuration,  Prefentation,  Counfels, 
Produftions,  Proftors,  Attendance,  and  fcribling  vail: 
Volumes  of  Interrogatories,  Depofitions,  and  Articles, 

Con- 
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Confultations  and  Pleadings  ofDoflors,  for  the  Regiller, 

Subilitute,  Judgments,  Signings - r  xpedition-Fees, 

beiides  the  vaft  Prefents  to  them  and  their  Wives. 
Hang’t,  the  Fellow  is  out  of  Employment,  give  him  the 
Money,  give  him  it,  I  fay. 

T HR  IF  T  Y. 

What,  Two  hundred  Pounds ! 

SCAP1N. 

Ay,  ay,  why  you'll  gain  one  hundred  and  fifty  Pounds 
by  it,  I  have  fumm’d  it  up  ;  I  fay,  give  it  him,  I’faith  do. 

THRIFTY. 

What,  Two  hundred  Pounds  ! 


SCAP1N. 

Ay ;  befides  you  ne'er  think  how  they’ll  rail  at  you 
in  Fieading,  tell  all  your  r  ornications,  Baftardings,  and 
Commutings  in  their  Courts. 


THRIFTY. 

I  defy  ’em  ;  let  ’em  tell  of  my  Whoring,  ’tis  the 
Falhion. 

SCAPIN. 

Peace  ;  here’s  the  Brother. 


THRIFTY. : 

O  Heaven  !  what  fhall  I  do  ? 


Enter  Shift  difguis'd  like  a  Bully . 


SHIFT. 

Damme,  where’s  this  confounded  Dog,  this  Father  of 
Ofcavian?  Null  the  Marriage  !  By  all  the  Honour  of 
my  Anceftors  I’ll  chine  the  Villain. 

THRIFTY. 

Oh,  oh  !  [Hides  himfelf  behind  Scapin. 

SC  A  PIN. 

He  cares  not,  Sir,  he’ll  not  give  the  two  hundred 
Pounds. 

SHIFT : 
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SHIFT. 

By  Keav’n,  he  fhall  be  W onus-meat  within  thefe  two 
Hours. 

SCAPIN. 

Sir,  he  has  Courage,  and  fears  you  not. 

THRIFT  T. 

You  lie,  I  have  not  Courage,  I  do  fear  him  mortally. 

5  H IF  T. 

He  !  he  !  he  !  Cunds  he  1  would  all  his  Family  were  in 
him,  i’d  cut  off  Root  and  Branch  :  Diihonour  my  Siller  ! 
This  in  his  Guts :  What  Fellow’s  that  ?  ha  1 

SCAPIN . 

Not  he,  Sir. 

SHIFT. 

Nor  none  of  his  Friends  ? 

THRIFTY. 

No,  Sir:  Hang  him,  I  am  his  mortal  Enemy. 
SHIFT. 

Art  thou  the  Enemy  of  that  Rafcal  ? 

THRIFTY. 

Oh  !  ay,  hang  him — Oh  damn’d  Bully  !  \_AJide. 
SHIFT. 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  old  Boy,  the  next  Sun  lhall  not 
fee  the  impudent  Rafcal  alive. 

SCAPIN. 

He’ll  multer  up  all  his  Relations  again!!  you. 

THRIFTY. 

Do  no  provoke  him,  Scapin. 

SHIFT. 

Would  they  were  all  here  :  Hah  !  hah  !  hah  ! 

[He  J'oyns  e-very  way  with  his  Sword. 
Here  I  had  one  thro’  the  Lungs,  there  another  into  the 
Heart :  Ha  !  there  another  into  the  Guts :  Ah,  Rogues ! 
there  1  was  with  you  :  Hah  ! - hah  ! 


SCAPIN. 
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Hold,  Sir,  we  are  none  of  your  Enemies. 

SHIFT. 

No,  but  I  will  find  the  Villains  out  while  my  Blood 
is  up  ;  I  will  dedroy  the  whole  Family.  Ha,  ha, — hah  ! 

[Exit  Shift. 

THRIFTT. 

Here,  Scapin,  I  have  two  hundred  Guineas  about  me, 
take  ’em.  No  more  to  be  laid.  Let  me  never  fee  his 
Face  again ;  take  ’em,  I  fay  :  This  is  the  Devil. 

SCAPIN \ 

Will  you  not  give  ’em  him  yourfelf  ? 

THRIFTT. 

No,  no  !  I  will  never  fee  him  more  :  I  fhall  not  reco¬ 
ver  this  thefe  three  Months.  See  the  Bufinefs  done. 
I  truftin  thee,  honed  Scapin  :  I  mull:  repofe  fomewhere  : 

I  am  mightily  out  of  order - A  Plague  on  all  Bullies 

I  fay.  [Exit  Thrifty. 

SCAPIN. 

So,  there’s  one  difpatch’d  ;  1  mud  now  find  out  Gripe  : 
He’s  here  ;  how  Heav’n  brings  ’em  into  my  Nets  one 
after  another ! 


Enter  Gripe. 

SCAPIN. 

OhFIeav’n!  unlook’d-for  Misfortune;  poor  Mr.  Gripe, 
what  wilt  thou  do  ?  [Walks  abcut  dijlrattedly. 

GRIPE. 

What’s  that  he  fays  of  me  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Js  there  nobody  can  tell  me  News  of  Mr.  Gripe  ? 
GRIPE. 

Who’s  there  ?  Scapin  ! 


SCAPIN. 
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SC  API  N. 

How  I  run  up  and  down  to  find  him  to  no  purpofe  ! 
Oh  !  Sir,  is  there  no  way  to  hear  of  Mr.  Gripe  ? 

GRIPE 

Art  thou  blind  ?  1  have  been  juft  under  thy  Nofe  this 
Hour. 


•S’  C  AP  IN. 

Sir— - 


GRIPE . 

What’s  the  matter  ? 


S  CAP  IN. 

Oh  !  Sir,  your  Son - - 

GRIPE. 

Ha,  my  Son - 

SC  A  PIN. 

Is  fallen  into  the  ftrangeft  Misfortune  in  the  World. 

GRIPE. 

What  is’t  ? 

SC  A  PIN. 

I  met  him  awhile  ago,  diforder’d  for  fomething  you 
had  faid  to  him,  wherein  you  very  idly  made  ufe  of  my 
Name.  And  feeking  to  divert  his  Melancholy,  we  went 
to  walk  upon  the  Pier  :  Amongft  other  things,  he  took 
particular  Notice  of  a  new  Caper  in  her  full  Trim  :  The 
Captain  invited  us  aboard,  and  gave  us  the  handfomeft 
Collation  I  ever  met  with. 

GRIPE. 

Well,  and  where’s  the  Difafter  of  all  this  i 

SC  A  PIN. 

While  we  were  eating,  he  put  to  Sea  ;  and  when  we 
were  a  good  Diftance  from  the  Shore,  he  difcover’d  him- 
felf  to  be  an  Englijh  Renegade  that  was  entertain’d  in 
the  Dutch  Service,  and  fent  me  off  in  his  Long-boat 
to  tell  you,  That  if  you  don’t  forthwith  fend  him  two 

hundred 
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hundred  Pounds,  he’ll  cany  away  your  Son  Prifoner  : 
Nay,  for  ought  I  know,  he  may  carry  him  a  Slave  to 
Algiers. 

GRIPE. 

How,  in  the  Devil’s  Name  ?  Two  hundred  Pounds ! 

SC  API  N. 

Yes,  Sir ;  and  more  than  that,  he  has  allow’d  me  but 
two  Hours  time  ;  you  mud  advife  quickly  what  Courfe 
to  take  to  fave  an  only  Son. 

GRIPE 

What  a  Devil  had  he  to  do  a  Shipboard  ? - Run 

quickly,  Scapin,  and  tell  the  Villain,  I’ll  fend  my 
Lord  Lhief-juftice’s  Warrant  after  him. 

SCAPIN. 

O  law  !  his  Warrant  in  the  open  Sea  :  d’ye  think  Pi¬ 
rates  are  Fools  ? 

GRIPE. 

I’th’Devil’sName,  what  Bufinefs  had  he  a  Shipboard  ? 

SCAPIN. 

There  is  an  unlucky  Fate  that  often  hurries  Men  to 
Mifchief,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

Scapin,  thou  mud  now  aft  the  Part  of  a  faithful  Ser¬ 
vant. 

SCAPIN. 

As  how,  Sir  ? 

GRIPE. 

Thou  mud  go  bid  the  Pirate  fend  me  my  Son,  and  day 
as  a  Pledge  in  his  room,  till  I  can  raife  the  Money. 

SCAPIN. 

Alas,  Sir,  think  you  the  Captain  has  fo  little  Wit  as 
to  accept  of  fuch  a  poor  rafcally  Fellow  as  I  am  indead 
of  your  Son  ? 

GRIP  E. 

What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard  ? 


SC  A. 
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SCJPIN. 

D’ye  remember,  Sir,  that  you  have  but  two  Hours 
time  ? 


GRIPE. 


Thou  fay’it  he  demands - 

SCJPIN. 

Two  hundred  Pounds. 

GRIPE. 


Two  hundred  Pounds!  Has  the  Fellow  noConfcience  ? 


SCJPIN. 

O  law  !  the  Confidence  of  a  Pirate  !  why  very  few 
lawful  Captains  have  any. 

GRIPE. 

Plas  he  no  Reafon  neither  ?  Does  he  know  what  the 
Sum  Two  hundred  Pound  is  ? 

SCJPIN. 

Yes,  Sir;  Tarpawlins  are  a  fort  of  People  that  un¬ 
derhand  Money,  tho’  they  have  no  great  Acquaintance 
with  Senfe.  hut  for  Heav’n’s  Sake  difpatch. 

GRIPE. 


Here,  take  the  Key  of  my  Compting-Houfe. 


So. 


SCJPIN. 


GRIPE. 

And  open  it. 

SCJPIN. 

Very  good. 

GRIPE. 


In  the  Left-hand  Window  lies  the  Key  of  my  Garret ; 
go  take  all  the  Clothes  that  are  in  the  great  Lheft,  and 
fell  ’em  to  the  Brokers  to  redeem  my  Son, 

SCJPIN. 

Sir,  y’are  mad  ;  I  lhan’t  get  fifty  Shillings  for  all  that’s 
there,  and  you  know  how  1  am  ftraitned  for  Time. 

GRIPE. 


S 
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GRIPE. 

What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard  ? 

5  CAP  IN. 

Let  Shipboard  alone,  and  confider.  Sir,  your  Son. 
But  Heaven  is  my  Witnefs,  I  ha’  done  for  him  as  much 
as  was  poflible,  and  if  he  be  not  redeem’d,  he  may  thank 
his  Father’s  Kindnefs. 

GRIPE. 

Well,  Sir,  I’ll  go  fee  if  I  can  raife  the  Money.  Was 
it  not  Ninefcore  Pounds  you  fpoke  of? 

SC  A  PIN. 


No,  Two  hundred  Pounds. 

GRIPE. 

What,  Two  hundred  Pounds  Butch ,  ha? 

SCAPIN. 

No,  Sir,  I  mean  Englijh  Money, Two  hundred  Pounds 
Sterling. 

GRIPE. 

I’th’  Devil’s  Name,  whatBufinefs  had  he  a  Shipboard  ? 
Confounded  Shipboard  ! 

SCAPIN. 

This  Shipboard  Hicks  in  his  Stomach. 

GRIPE. 

Hold,  Scapin,  I  remember  T  receiv’d  the  very  Sum 
juft  now  in  Gold,  but  did  not  think  I  lhould  have  parted 
with  it  fo  foon. 

[He  prefints  Scapin  his  Purfe ,  but  will  not  let  it  go  ; 
and  in  his  TranJportments,  pulls  his  Arm  to  and 
fro,  whilfl  Scapin  reaches  at  it. 

SCAPIN. 


Ay,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

But  tell  the  Captain,  he  is  a  Son  of  a  Whore. 


SCA~ 
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SC  API  N. 

Yes,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

A  Dogbolt. 

SCJPIN. 

I  fha.ll.  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

A  Thief,  a  Robber,  and  that  he  forces  me  to  pay  him 
Two  hundred  Pounds  contrary  to  all  Law  or  Equity. 

5  C  AP  I-N. 

Nay,  let  me  alone  with  him. 

GRIPE. 

That  1  will  never  forgive  him,  dead  or  alive. 

SCJPIN. 

Very  good. 

GRIPE. 

And  that  if  ever  I  light  on  him,  I’ll  murder  him  pri¬ 
vately,  and  feed  Dogs  with  him. 

[He  puts  up  his  Purfe>  and  is  gohig  avjaj. 
SCJPIN. 

Right,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

Now  make  hafte,  and  go  redeem  my  Son. 

SCJPIN. 

Ay,  but  d’ye  hear,  Sir?  Where’s  the  Money? 

GRIPE. 

Did  I  not  give  it  thee  ? 

SCJPIN. 

Indeed,  Sir,  you  made  me  believe  you  would,  but 
you  forgot,  and  put  jt  up  in  your  Pocket  again. 
GRIPE. 

Ha - my  Griefs  and  Fears  for  my  Son  make  me  do 

I  know  not  what. 

SCJPIN. 

Ay,  Sir,  I  fee  it  does  indeed. 


G  R  I.P  E. 
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GRIPE. 

What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard  ? - Damn’d 

Pirate,  damn’d  Renegade,  all  the  Devils  in  Hell  purfue 
thee.  L  Exit. 

SCAPIN. 

How  eafily  a  Mifer  fwallows  a  Load,  and  how  diffi¬ 
cultly  he  difgorges  a  Grain  ?  But  I’ll  not  leave  him  fo  ; 
he’s  like  to  pay  in  other  Coin,  for  telling  Tales  of  me 
to  his  Son. 

Enter  Octavian  and  Leander. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Well,  Sir,  I  have  fucceeded  in  your  Bufinefs,  there’s 
Two  hundred  Pounds  which  I  have  fqueez’d  out  of  your 
Father.  [To  Odt  avian. 

OCTAVIAN. 

Triumphant  Scapin. 

S  CAP  IN. 

But  for  you  I  can  do  nothing -  [To  Leander. 

LEANDER. 

Then  may  I  go  hang  myfelf.  Friends  both,  Adieu. 
SCAPIN. 

D’ye  hear,  d’ye  hear,  the  Devil  has  no  fuch  Neceflity 
for  you  yet,  that  you  need  ride  Poll.  With  much  ado 
I’ve  got  your  Bufinefs  done  too. 

LEANDER. 

Is’t  poflible  ? 

SCAPIN. 

But  on  condition  that  you  permit  me  to  revenge  my¬ 
felf  on  your  Father  for  the  Trick  he  has  ferv’d  me. 

LEANDER. 

With  all  my  Heart,  at  thy  own  Difcretion,  good  ho¬ 
ned  Scapin . 

Von.  I. 


O 


SC  A- 
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S  CAP  IN. 

Hold  your  Hand,  there’s  Two  hundred  Pounds. 
LEANDER. 

My  Thanks  are  too  many  to  pay  now :  Farewel  dear 
Son  of  Mercury ,  and  be  profperous. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Gramercy,  Pupil.  Hence  we  gather. 

Give  Son  the  Money,  hang  up  Father.  ^Exiunt„ 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lucia  and  Clara. 

LUCIA. 

WAS  ever  fuch  a  Trick  play’d,  for  us  to  run  away 
from  our  Governefles,  where  our  careful  Fathers 
had  plac’d  us,  to  follow  a  Couple  of  young  Gentlemen, 
only  becaufe  they  faid  they  lov’d  us  ?  I  think  it  was  x 
very  noble  Enterprize !  I  am  afraid  the  good  Fortune 
we  (hall  get  by  it,  will  hardly  recompenfe  the  Reputation 
we  have  loft  by  it. 

CLARA. 

Our  greateft  Satisfaction  is,  that  they  are  Men  of 
Fafhion  and  Credit,  and  for  my  part  I  long  ago  refolv’a 
not  to  marry  any  other,  nor  fuch  a  one  neither,  till  I  had 
a  perfeft  Confirmation  of  his  Love  ;  and  it  was  an  Aflu- 
rance  of  Oflavian' s  that  brought  me  hither. 

L  UC1A. 

I  muft  confefs,  I  had  no  lefs  a  Senfe  of  the  Faith  and 
Honour  of  Leander. 

CLARA. 

But  feems  it  not  wonderful,  that  the  Circumftances  of 
our  Fortune  fhould  be  fo  nearly  ally’d,  and  ourfelves 
fo  much  Strangers  ?  Befides,  if  I  miftake  not,  I  fee 
fomething  in  Leander ,  fo  much  refembling  a  Brother  of 

O  z  mine 
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mine  of  the  fame  Name,  that  did  not  the  Time  fince  I 
faw  him  make  me  fearful,  I  Ihould  be  often  apt  to  call 
him  fo. 

LUCIA. 

I  have  a  Brother  too,  whofe  Name’s  O Flavian,  bred 
in  Italy ,  and  juft  as  my  Father  took  his  Voyage,  re¬ 
turn’d  home ;  not  knowing  where  to  find  me,  I  believe 
is  the  Reafon  I  have-not  feen  him  yet.  But  if  I  deceive 
not  myfelf,  there  is  fomething  in  your  Od  avian  that 
extremely  refrelhes  my  Memory  of  him. 

CLARA. 

I  wilh  we  might  be  fo  happy  as  we  are  inclin’d  to 
hope  ;  but  there’s  a  ftrange  blind  Side  in  our  Natures, 
^hich  always  makes  us  apt  to  believe,  what  we  moft 
earneftly  defire. 

LUCIA. 

The  worft  at  laft,  is  but  to  be  forfaken  by  our  Fathers : 
And  for  my  Part,  I  had  rather  lofe  an  old  Father  than 
a  young  Lover,  when  I  may  with  Reputation  keep  him, 
and  fecure  myfelf  againft  the  Impofition  of  fatherly 
Authority. 

CLARA. 

How  unlufferable  it  is  to  be  facrific’d  to  the  Arms  of 
a  naufeous  Blockhead,  that  has  no  other  Senfe  than  to 
eat  and  drink  when  it  is  provided  for  him,  rife  in  the 
Morning,  and  go  to  Bed  at  Night,  and  with  much  ado 
be  perfuaded  to  keep  himfelf  clean  ! 

L  UCIA. 

A  thing  of  mere  Flefti  and  Blood,  and  that  of  the 
worft  fort  too,  with  a  fquinting  meager  hang -dog  Coun¬ 
tenance,  that  looks  as  if  he  always  wanted  Phyfic  for 
the  Worms. 


CLARA. 
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CLARA. 

Yet  fuch  their  {illy  Parents  are  generally  mod  indul¬ 
gent  to,  like  Apes,  never  fo  well  pleas’d,  as  when  they’re 
fondling  with  their  ugly  Iffue. 

LUC  IA. 

Twenty  to  one,  but  to  fome  fuch  charming  Creatures 
our  careful  Fathers  had  defign’d  us. 

CLARA . 

Parents  think"  they  do  their  Daughters  the  greateft 
Kindnefs  in  the  World,  when  they  get  them  Fools  for 
their  Hufbands,  and  yet  are  very  apt  to  take  it  ill  if 
they  make  the  right  Ufe  of  them. 

LUCIA: 

I'd  no  more  be  bound  to  fpend  my  Days  in  Marriage 
to  a  Fool,  becaufe  I  might  rule  him,  than  I  would  al¬ 
ways  ride  an  Afs,  becaufe  the  Creature  was  gentle. 

CLARA . 

See,  here’s  Scapin ,  as  full  of  Defigns  and  Affairs,  as 
a  callow  Statefman  at  a  Treaty  of  Feace.^ 

Enter  Scapik. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Ladies ! 

CLARA. 

Oh,  Scapin  !  What’s  the  Reafon  you  have  been  fuch 
a  Stranger  of  late  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Faith,  Ladies,  Bufinefs,  Bufinefs  has  taken  up  my 
Time  :  and  truly  I  love  an  active  Life,  love  my  Bufinefs 
extremely. 

L  UC  IA. 

Methinks  tho\  this  fhould  be  a  difficult  Place  for  a 
Man  of  your  Excellencies  to  find  Employment  in. 

O3  SCAPIN. 
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SC  API  N. 

Why  faith.  Madam,  I’m  never  Ihy  to  my  Friends  : 
My  Bufinefs  is,  in  fhort,  like  that  of  all  other  Men  of 
Buiinefs,  diligently  contriving  how  to  play  the  Knave 
and  cheat  to  get  an  honelt  livelihood. 

CLARA . 

Certainly  Men  cf  Wit  and  Parts  need  never  be 
driven  to  indirect  Courfes. 

SC  A?  IN. 

Oh,  Madam  !  Wit  and  Honelly,  like  Oil  and  Vine¬ 
gar,  with  much  ado  mingled  together,  give  a  Relilh  to 
a  good  Fortune,  and  pafs  well  enough  for  Sauce,  but  are 
very  thin  Fare  of  themfel  ves.  No,  give  me  your  Knave, 
your  thorough-pac'd  Knave  ;  hang  his  Wit,  fo  he  be  but 
PvOgue  enough. 

LUCIA. 

You’re  grown  very  much  out  of  Humour  with  Wit, 
Scupin  ;  I  hope  yours  has  done  you  no  Prejudice  of  late. 

SC  API  N. 

No,  Madam,  your  Men  of  Wit  are  good  for  nothing, 
dull,  lazy,  reilive  Snails  ;  ’tis  your  undertaking,  impu¬ 
dent,  pufhing  Fool,  that  commands  his  Fortune. 

CLARA. 

You  are  very  plain  and  open  in  this  Proceeding,  what¬ 
ever  you  are  in  others. 

SC  AP  IN. 

Dame  Fortune,  like  moil  others  of  the  Female  Sex, 
(I  fpeak  all  this  with  refpedt  to  your  Ladylhip)  is  gene¬ 
rally  more  indulgent  to  the  nimble  mettled  Blockheads  ; 
Men  of  Wit  are  not  for  her  turn,  ever  too  thoughtful 
when  they  fhould  be  aftive :  Why,  who  believes  any 
Man  of  Wit  to  have  fo  much  as  Courage  ?  No,  Ladies, 
if  you’ve  any  Friends  that  hope  to  raife  themfelves,  ad- 
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wife  them  to  be  as  much  Fools  as  they  can,  and  they’ll 
ne’er  want  Patrons :  And  for  Honefty,  if  your  Lady- 
ftiip  think  fit  to  retire  a  little  further,  you  fhall  fee  me 
perform  upon  a  Gentleman  that’s  coming  this  way. 

CLARA. 

Pr’ythee,  Lucia,  let  us  retreat  a  little,  and  take  this 
Opportunity  of  fome  Divertifement ;  which  has  been 
very  fcarce  here  hitherto. 

Enter  Shift  with  a  Sack. 

SCAPIN. 

OK,  Shift  f: 

SHIFT.  ' 

Speak  not  too  loud,  my  Mafter’s  coming. 

SC  A  PIN* 

I'  am  glad  ©n’t,  I  fhall  teach  him  to  betray  the  Se¬ 
crets  of  his  Friend,  if  any  Man  puts  a  Trick  upon 
me  without  return,  may  I  lofe  this  Nofe  with  the  Pox, 
without  the  Pleafure  of  getting  it. 

SHIFT. 

I  wonder  at  thy  Valour,  thou  art  continually  venturing 
that  Body  of  thine,  to  the  Indignity  of  Bruifes  and  in¬ 
decent  Baftinadoes. 

SCAPIN. 

Difficulties  in  Adventures  make  them  pleafant  when 
accompli  ih’d. 

SHIFT. 

But  your  Adventures,  how  comical  foever  in  the 
Beginning,  are  fure  to  be  tragical  in  the  End. 

SCAPIN. 

’Tis  no  matter.  I  hate  your  pufillanimous  Spirit : 
Revenge  and  Leachery  are  never  fo  pleafant  as  when  you 
venture  hard  for  them ;  begone  :  Here  comes  my  Man. 

O  4.  Enter 
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Enter  Gripe. 

Ch,  Sir,  Sir,  Ihift  for  yourfelf,  quickly  Sir,  quickly  Sir, 
for  Heav’n’s  fake. 

GRIPE. 

What’s  the  Matter,  Man  ? 


SCAPIN. 

Heav’n!  is  this  a  Time  to  afk  Queftions  ?  Will  you 
be  murder’d  inllantly  ?  I  am  afraid  you’ll  be  kill’d 
within  thefe  two  Minutes. 


GRIPE. 

Mercy  on  me  !  kill’d  !  for  what  ? 

SC  API  N. 

They  are  every  where  looking  out  for  you, 

GRIPE. 

Who?  Who? 

SCAPIN. 

The  Brother  of  her  whom  your  Son  has  marry’d ;  he’s 
a  Captain  of  a  Privateer,  who  has  all  forts  of  Rogues, 
Englijh ,  Scutch,  Welfn,  Irijh,  French,  under  his  Com¬ 
mand,  and  all  lying  in  wait  now,  or  fearching  for  you  to 
kill  you,  became  you  would  null  the  Marriage  :  They 
run  up  and  down,  crying,  where  is  the  Rogue  Gripe  ? 
Where  is  the  Dog  ?  where  is  the  Slave  Gripe  ?  They 
watch  for  you  fo  narrowly,  that  there’s  no  getting  home 
to  your  Houfe. 

GRIPE. 


Oh,  Scapin  !  What  fhall  1  do  ?  what  will  become  of 
me  ? 


SCAPIN. 


Nay,  Heav’n  knows;  but  if  you  come  within  their 
Reach,  they’ll  Dc  Wit  you,  they’ll  tear  you  in  pieces  ; 
hark. 


GRIPE. 
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GRIPE. 

Oh  Lord ! 

SC  API  N. 

Hum,  ’tis  none  of  them. 

GRIPE. 
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Canft  thou  find  no  way  for  my  Efcape,  dear  Scapin  ? 

S  CAP  IN. 

I  think  I  have  found  one. 

GRIPE. 

Good  Scapin,  fliew  thyfelf  a  Man  now. 

SCAPIN. 

I  fhall  venture  being  moft  immoderately  beaten. 
GRIPE. 

Dear  Scapin,  do ;  I  will  reward  thee  bounteoufly  :  I’ll 
give  thee  this  Suit  when  I  have  worn  it  eight  or  nine 
Months  longer. 

SCAPIN. 

Lifcen  !  who  are  thefe  ? 

GRIPE. 

God  forgive  me.  Lord  have  Mercy  upon  us. 

SCAPIN. 

No,  there’s  nobody  ;  look,  if  you’ll  fave  your  Life 
go  into  this  Sack  prefently. 

GRIPE.. 

Oh  !  who’s  there  ? 

SCAPIN. 

No  body  :  Get  into  the  Sack,  and  ftir  not,  whatever 
happens  ;  I’ll  carry  you  as  a  Bundle  of  Goods  thro’  all 
your  Enemies  to  the  Major’s  Houfe  of  the  Cafile. 
GRIPE. 

An  admirable  Invention  :  Oh  Lord  !  quick. 

\Gets  into  the  Sack. 

SCAPIN. 

Yes,  ’tis  an  excellent  Invention,  if  you  knew  all ;  keep 
»  -'yourHead.  Oh,  here’s  a  Rogue  coming  to  look  for  you. 

O 5  Scapis. 
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S  c  a  p  i  n  counterfeits  a  Wellhman. 

Do  you  hear,  I  pray  you,  where  is  Leander’.?  Father , 
look  you . 

In’ his  own  Voice. 

How  Ihould  I  know  ?  what  would  you  have  with  him — 
Lie  clofe.  \_Afde  to  Gripe. 

Have  with  him,  look  you  /  hur  has  no  creat  Pus'nefs,  hut 
bur  would  have  Satisfactions  and  Reparations,  look  you,  for 
Credits  and  Honours,  by  St.  T avy  he  fhall  not  put  the 
Injuries  and  Affronts  upon  my  Captains,  look  you  now.  Sir. 

He  affront  the  Captain,  he  meddles  with  no  Man. 

You  lye.  Sir,  look  you,  and  hur  voill  give  you  Beatings 
and  Chafifements  for  your  Contradictions,  when  her  Welfe 
Flood’s  up,  look  you,  and  hur  will  cudgel  your  Packs  arid 
your  Nottles  for  it ;  take  you  that,  pray  you  now. 

[Beats  the  Sack. 

Hold,  hold,  will  you  murder  me  ?  I  know  not  where 
he  is,  not  I. 

Hur  will  teach  J'awcy  Jacks  how  they  profook  hur  Welfe 
Ploods  and  hur  Ch oilers  :  and  for  the  old  Rogue,  hur  will 
have  his  Gutts  and  his  Plood,  look  you.  Sir,  or  hur  will 
never  wear  Leek  upon  St.  Tavy’r  Day  more,  look  you. 

Oh  !  He  has  maul’d  me,  a  damn’d  Weljh  Rafcal. 

GRIPE. 

You  ?  The  Blows  fell  upon  my  Shoulders.  Oh!  Oh! 

SCAPIN. 

’Twas  only  the  End  of  the  Stick  fell  on  you,  the  main 
fubftantial  Part  of  the  Cudgel  lighted  on  me. 

GRIPE. 

Why  did  you  not  Hand  farther  off? 

SCAPIN. 

Peace— —Here’s  another  Rogue. 

r 
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In  a  Lancafhire  Dialefl. 

Taw  Fellee  with'  Sack  there ,  done  yaw  knaw  wheat 
th'awd  Rafcatt  Griap  is  ? 

Not  I  ;  but  here  is  no  Rafcal. 

Taw  Lean,  yaw  Douge,  yaw  kawn  weel  eenuh  wheat 
he  is,  an  yaw  den  feel,  ond  that  he  is  a  foo  RaJ'cate  as  any 
is  in  aw  the  Tawn  ;  I’s  tell  a  that  by'r  Lady. 

Not  I,  Sir,  i  know  neither,  Sir,  not  I. 

By  the  Me/s,  an  ay  tack  thee  in  hont ,  ay's  raddle  the 
Bones  on  thee ,  ay's  keeble  thee  to  fome  Tune, 

Me,  Sir  ?  I  don’t  underftana  you. 

Why,  Tha'  wart  his  Man,  thaw  Hobble,  I'll  finite  th' 
Nafe  o' thee. 

Hold,  hold,  Sir,  what  would  you  have  with  him  ? 

Why,  I  tnun  knock  him  dawne  with  my  Kibbo,  the  firfi 
bawt  to  the  grawnt,  and  then  I  mun  beat  him  aw  to  Pap , 
by  th'  Me/s,  and  after  ay  mun  cut  off  the  Lugs  and  Naes  on 
en,  and  ay  wot,  he'll  be  a  pretty  fwatley  Felle,  bawt  Lugs 
and  Nats. 

Why,  truly,  Sir,  I  know  not  where  he  is,  but  he  went 
down  that  Lane. 

This  Lone,  fayn  ye  P  Ays  find  him,  by'r  Lady ,  an  be  be 
above  grawnt . 

So,  he’s  gone,  a  damn’d  Lancafhire  Rafcal. 

GRIPE. 

Oh,  good  Scapin  !  go  on  quickly. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Hold,  here’s  another.  [Gripe  pops  in  his  Head. 

In  an  Iri  fir  Tone. 

Dofi  thou  hear,  Sack-man?  I pridee  fare  is  de  damn'd 
Dog  Gripe  ? 

Why,  what’s  that  to  you  ?  What  know  I  ? 

O  6 


Fat's 
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Fat's  dat  to  me ,  Joy  ?  by  my  Soul,  Joy,  I  will  lay  a 
great  Blow  upon  thy  Pate,  and  de  Devil  take  me,  but  I 
will  make  thee  know  fare  he  is  indeed,  or  I'll  beat  upon  thee 
till  thou  doji  know,  by  my  Salvation  indeed. 

I’ll  not  be  beaten. 

Now  the  Devil  take  me,  I /wear  by  him  that  made  me, 
if  thou  dof  not  tell  fare  is  Gripe,  but  I  will  beat  thy 
Father  s  Child  very  much  indeed. 

What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  can’t  tell  where  he 
is.  But  what  would  you  have  with  him  ? 

Fat  would  I  have  wid  him  ?  By  my  Soul  if  I  do  fee  him 
I  will  make  murder  upon  him  for  my  Captain's  fake. 

Murder  him  ?  He’ll  not  be  murder’d. 

If  I  do  lay  my  Eyes  upon  him,  gad  I  will  put  my  Sword 
into  his  Bovjels,  de  Devil  take  me  indeed.  Fat  haft  dow  in 
dat  Sack,  Joy  ?  by  my  Salvation  I  will  look  into  it. 

But  you  (hall  not.  What  have  you  to  do  with  it  ? 

By  my  Soul,  Joy,  I  will  put  my  Rapier  into  it. 

GRIP  E. 

Oh  !  Oh  ! 

SCJPIN. 

Fatt,  it  does  grunt,  by  my  Salvation  de  Devil  take  tne 
I  will  fee  it  indeed. 

You  (hail  not  fee  my  Sack;  I  will  defend  it  with  my  life. 

Den  I  will  make  beat  upon  thy  Body  ;  take  that,  Joy , 
and  that,  and  that,  upon  my  Soul,  and  fol  do  take  my  leave, 
Joy.  [Beats  him  in  the  Sack. 

A  Plague  on  him,  he’s  gone  ;  he  has  almolt  kill’d  me. 

GRIPE. 

Oh  !  I  can  hold  no  longer  ;  the  Blows  all  fell  on  my 
Shoulders ! 

SCJPIN. 

You  can’t  tell  me;  thy  fell  on  mine ;  Oh  myShoulders! 

GRIPE. 

Yours?  Oh  my  Shoulders ! 


SCJPIN. 
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SCAPIN. 

Peace,  they’re  coming. 

In  a  hoarfe  Seaman's  Voice . 

Where  is  the  Dog  P  I’ll  lay  him  on  fore  and  aft,  fwingi- 
him  with  a  Cat  o' nine-tail.  Keel  haul,  and  then  hang  him 
at  the  Main  Yard. 

In  broken  French -Englifh. 

If  dere  be  no  more  Men  in  England,  I  mill  kill  him,  I 
mill  put  my  Rapire  in  his  Body,  I  mill  give  him  two  tree 
pujhe  in  de  Gutt. 

Here  Scapin  aits  a  Humber  of  'em  together. 

We  mun  go  this  way - o'  th'  Right  Hand,  no  to  th'~ 

Left  Hand - lie  clofe - fearch  em'ry  where—— 

by  my  Salvation  I  will  kill  the  damn'd  Dog - and  we 

do  catch  'en,  we'll  tear  'en  in  pieces,  and  I  do  heer  he  went 

thick  way - no,  firait  forward.  Hold,  here  is  his  Man, 

where' s  your  Mafer - Damn  me,  where?  in  Hell  ? 

fpeak - Hold,  not  fo  furioully - and  you  don't  tell  ui 

where  he  is,  we'll  murder  thee - 

Do  what  you  will.  Gentlemen,  I  know  not.  - 

Lay  him  on  thick,  thwack  him  foundly. 

Hold,  hold,  do  what  you  will.  I’ll  ne’er  betray  my 
Mafter. 

Knock  'in  down,  beat  'en  zoundly,  to'en,  at'en  at'en  at — 
[As  he  is  going  to  flrike,  Gripe  peeps  out,  and 
Scapin  takes  to  his  Heels-. 

GRIPE. 

Oh,  Dog,  Traitor,  Villain  !  Is  this  your  Plot  ?  Would 
you  have  murder’d  me  Rogue  ?  Unheard  of  Impudence ! 


Enter 
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Enter  Thrifty. 

OH,  Brother  Thrifty  !  You  come  to  fee  me  Ioaden  witli 
difgrace ;  the  Villain  Scapiti  has,  as  I  am  fenfible  now, 
cheated  me  of  Two  hundred  Pounds.  This  beating 
brings  all  into  my  Memory.  [AJide.: 

THRIFTY. 

The  impudent  Varlet  has  gull’d  me  of  the  fame  Sum. 

GRIPE. 

Nor  was  he  content  to  take  my  Money,  but  hath 
abus’d  me  at  that  barb’rous  Rate  that  I  am  afnam’d  to 
tell  it ;  but  he  lhall  pay  for  it  feverely. 

THRIFTY. 

But  this  is  not  all.  Brother ;  one  Mi-sfortune  is  the 
Forerunner  of  another  :  Juft:  now  I  receiv’d  Letters  from  . 
London ,  that  both  our  Daughters  have  run  away  from 
their  Governefi'es,  with  two  wild  debauch’d  young  FeL- 
lows,  that  they  fell  in  love  with. 

Enter  Lucia  and  Clara. 

LUCIA. 

Was  ever  fo  malicious  Impudence  feen - hah — 

Surely,  if  1  miftake  not,  that  Ihould  be  my  Father. 

CLARA. 

And  the  other  mine,  whom  Scapin  has  us’d  thus. 

L  UCIA. 

Blefs  us !  Return’d,  and  we  not  know  of  it  ? 

CLARA. 

What  will  they  fay  to  find  us  here  ? 

L  UCIA. 

My  deareft  Father,  welcome  to  England . 

THRIFTY. 

My  Daughter  Luce  ! 

LUCIA. 
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LUCIA . 

The  fame,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

My  Clara  here  too  ? 

CLARA. 

Yes,  Sir;  and  happy  to  fee  your  fafe  Arrival, 
THRIFTT. 

What  ftrangeDeftiny  has  dire&ed  this  Happinefs  to  us  f 
Enter  Octavian, 

GRIPE. 

Hey  day ! 

T HR  IF  TV. 

Oh,  Son  !  I  have  a  Wife  for  you. 

OCTAVIAN. 

Good  Father,  all  your  Propofitions  are  vain  ;  I  rauH 
needs  be  free,  and  tell  you,  I  am  engaged. 

THRIFTT. 

Look  you  now  ;  is  not  this  very  fine !  Now  I  have 
a  mind  to  be  merry,  and  to  be  friends  with  you  ;  you’ll 
not  let  me  now,  will  you  ?  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Gripe's  Daugh¬ 
ter  here - 

•  OCTAVIAN. 

I’ll  never  marry  Mr.  Gripe's  Daughter,  Sir,  as  long  as 
I  live :  No,  yonder’s  Ihe  that  I  muft  love,  and  can  never 
entertain  the  Thoughts  of  any  other. 

CLARA. 

Yes,  O Italian,  I  have  at  laft  met  with  my  Father, 
and  all  our  Fears  and  Troubles  are  at  an  End. 
THRIFTT. 

Law  ye  now,  you  would  be  wiferthan  the  Father  that 
begot  you,  would  you  ?  Did  not  I  always  fay  you  Ihould 

marry 
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marry  Mr.  Gripe's  Daughter  ?  But  you  do  not  know 
your  Sifter  Luce. 

OCT  AVIAN. 

Unlook’cL  for  Blefling !  why  ftie’s  my  Friend  Leander' s 
Wife] 

THRIFTY. 

How,  Leander' s  Wife  ! 

GRIPE. 

What,  my  Son  Leander  ! 

OCT  AVI  AN. 

Yes,  Sir,  your  Son  Leander. 

GRIPE. 

Indeed  !  Well,  Brother  Thrifty,  ’tis  true,  the  Boy  was 
always  a  Good-natur’d  Boy.  Well,  now  1  am  fo  over¬ 
joy’d,  that  I  could  laugh  till  1  ihcokmy  Shouders,  but  that 
I  dare  not,  they  are  fo  fore.  But  look,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Leander. 

LEANDER. 

Sir,  T  beg  your  Pardon,  I  find  my  Marriage  is  dif- 
cover’d  ;  nor  would  I  indeed  have  longer  conceal’d  it ; 
this  is  my  Wife,  I  muft  own  her. 

GRIPE. 

Brother  Thrifty,  did  you  ever  fee  the  like,  did  yon 
ever  fee  the  like  ?  ha  ! 

THRIFTY.. 

Own  her,  quoth-al  why  kifs  her,  kifs  her,  Man  ; 
odfbodikins,  when  I  was  a  young  Fellow,  and  was  firft 
marry’d,  I  did  nothing  elfe  for  three  Months.  O  my 
Confcience  I  got  my  Boy  Otti  there,  the  firlt  Night, 
before  the  Curtains  were  quite  drawn ! 

GRIPE . 

Well,  ’tis  his  Father’s  nown  Child.  Juft  fo,  Brother, 

was. 
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was  it  with  me  upon  my  Wei  ding-day,  I  could  not  look  , 
upon  my  Dear  without  blufhing  ;  but  when  we  were  a 
Bed,  Lord  ha’  mercy  upon  us — but  I’ll  no  more, 

LEANDER. 

Is  then  my  Father  reconcil’d  to  me  ? 

GRIPE. 

Reconcil'd  to  thee !  why  1  love  thee  at  my  Heart,  Man, 
at  my  Heart ;  why  ’tis  my  Brother  Thrifty' s  Daughter, 
Mrs.  Lucy ,  whom  I  always  defign’d  for  thy  Wife;  and 
that’s  thy  Sifter  Clara  marry’d  to  Mr.  0(la  there. 

LEANDER. 

Ofiavian,  are  we  then  Brothers  ?  there  is  nothing  that 
1  could  have  rather  wifh’d  after  the  compleating  of  my 
Happinefs  with  my  charming  Lucia. 

THRIFTY. 

Come,  Sir,  hang  up  your  Compliments  in  the  Hall  at 
home,  they  are  old  and  out  of  Falhion.  Shift,  go  to  the 
Inn,  and  befpeak  a  Supper  may  coft  more  Money  than 
I  have  ready  to  pay  for’t,  for  I  am  refolv’d  to  run  in 
Debt  to  Night. 

SHIFT. 

I  lhall  obey  your  Commands,  Sir. 

THRIFTY. 

Then  d’you  hear,  fend  out  and  mufter  up  all  theFidlers 
(blind  or  not  blind,  drunk  or  fober)  in  the  Town  ;  let 
not  fo  much  as  the  Roafter  of  Tunes,  with  his  crack’d 
Cymbal  in  a  Cafe,  efcape  ye. 

GRIPE. 

Wrell,  what  would  I  give  now  for  the  Fellow  that 
fings  the  Song  at  my  Lord  Mayor’s  Feaft  :  1  myfelf 
would  make  an  Epithalamium  by  way  of  Sonnet,  and 
he  (hould  fet  a' Tune  to  it ;  ’twas  the  prettieft  he  had 
laft  time. 


Enter 
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Enter  Sly. 


sir. 

Oh,  Gentlemen,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  Accident  fal¬ 
len  out. 


T IIR  IF  T K 
What’s  the  matter  i 


SLK 

Poor  Scapiu. 

GRIPE . 

Ha  !  Rogue,  let  him  be  hang’d, 
felf. 


Plhhang  him  my?-* 


SLT. 

Oh,  Sir,  that  Trouble  you  may  fpare  j  for  palling' 
by  a  Place  where  they  were  building,  a  great  Stone  fell 
upon  his  Head,  and  broke  his  Scull  fo,  you  may  fee 
his  Brains. 

THRIFTT. 

Where  is  he  ? 

SLT. 

Yonder  he  comes. 


Enter  Scapin  between  two,  bis  Head  wrapp'd  up  in 
Linen  as  if  he  had  been  wounded. 

SCAPIN. 

Oh  me  !  Oh  me  !  Gentlemen,  you  fee  me,  you  fee 
me  in  a  fad  .Condition,  cut  off  like  a  Flower  in  the  Prime 
of  my  Years:  But  yeti  could  not  die  without  the  Pardon 
of  thofe  I  have  wrong’d  ;  ves,  Gentlemen,  I  befeech 
you  to  forgive  me  all  the  njuries  that  I  have  done  ;  but 
more  especially,  I  beg  of  you,  Mr.  Thrifty ,  and  my 
good  Maher,  Mr.  Gripe. 


THRIFTT. 
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For  my  part,  I  pardon  thee  freely  ;  go,  and  die  in 
peace. 

SCAPIN. 


But  ’tis  you,  Sir,  I  have  molt  offended,  by  the  inhu 

man  Baltinadoes  which - 

GRIPE. 

Pr’ythee  fpeak  no  more  of  it,  I  forgive  thee  too. 

SCAPIN. 

’Twas  a  molt  wicked  Infolence  in  me,  that  I  fhould 

with  vile  Crab-tree  Cudgel - 

GRIPE. 

Pifh,  no  more,  I  fay  I  am  fatisfy’d. 

SCAPIN. 

And  now  fo  near  my  Death,  ’tis  an  unexpreflible  Grief 
that  I  fhould  dare  to  lift  my  Hand  againft—— 

GRIPE. 


Hold  thy  Peace,  or  die  quickly,  I  tell  thee  I  hava 
forgot  all - - 

SCAPIN. 

Alas !  how  good  a  Man  you  are !  But,  Sir,  d’you 
pardon  me  freely,  and  from  the  Bottom  of  your  Heart, 
thofe  mercilefs  Drubs  that— — — 

GRIPE. 

Pr’ythee  fpeak  no  more  of  it ;  I  forgive  thee  freely, 
here’s  my  Hand  upon’t. 

SCAPIN. 

Oh  !  Sir,  how  much  your  Goodnefs  revives  me  ! 

[Pulls  off  bis  Cap. 

GRIPE. 

How’s  that !  Friend,  take  notice,  I  pardon  thee,  but 
’tis  upon  Condition  that  you  are  fure  to  die. 

SCAPIN. 

Oh  me  !  I  begin  to  faint  again. 


THRIFTY. 
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THRIFtT. 

Come,  fie  Brother,  never  let  Revenge  employ  yoor 
Thoughts  now  ;  forgive  him,  forgive  him  without  any 
Condition. 

G  R  I  P  E. 

A  duce  on’t,  Brother,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav’d,  he  beat 
me  bafely  and  fcurviiy,  never  ftir  he  did  :  But  fince  you-- 
will  have  it  fo,  I  do  forgive  him. 

T  H  RTF  TT, 

Now  then-  let’s  to  Supper,  and  in  our  Mirth  drowre. 
and  forget  all  Troubles. 

SC  APIN. 

Ay,  and  let  them  carry  me  to  the  lower  End  of  dies 
T able  ; 

Where  in  my  Chair  of  State,  Fib  fit  at  Eafe, 

Andes t  and  drink,  that  I  may  die  in  peace. [A Dance. 

\JLxeunt  otnne r»- 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Mary  Lee,  when  fhe 
was  out  of  Humour. 

O  W  little  do  you  gue/s  what  I'm  to  fay  f 
I'ttt  not  to  ajk  how  you  like  Farce,  or  Play  : 

For  you  mujl  know ,  I  a/e  other  Bujinefs  now  ; 

It  is  to  tell  ye.  Sparks ,  how  we  like  you- 
How  happy  were  we ,  when  in  humble  Guife 
You  came  with  honeft  Hearts  and  harmlefs  Eyes  ; 

Sat  without  Noife  and  Tumult  in  the  Pit  ; 

Oh  what  a  precious  Jewel  then  was  Wit  ! 

Tho'  now  'tis  grown  fo  common,  let  tne  die , 

Gentlemen  /corn  to  keep  it  Company . 

Indulgent  Nature  has  too  bounteous  been , 

Your  too  much  Plenty  is  become  your  Sin. 

Time  was  ye  were  as  meek  as  now  you're  proud, 

Did  not  in  curft  Cabals  of  Critics  croud. 

Nor  thought  it  witty  to  be  very  loud ; 

But  came  to  fee  the  Follies  you  would  Jhun  : 

Tho'  now  fo  fondly  Antic  here  you're  grown  ; 

T'  invert  the  Stage's  Purpofe,  and  its  Rules  ; 

Make  us  Spectators,  whiljiyou  play  the  Fools. 

Equally  witty,  as  fome  valiant  are  ; 

The  fad  Defects  of  both  are  expos'd  here. 

For  here  you'll  cenfure,  who  difdain  to  write. 

As  fome  make  Quarrels  here  that  fcorn  to  fight . 


} 


The 


EPILOGUE. 

The  rugged  Soldier  that  from  War  returns , 

And  fill  with  th '  Heat  of former  Adion  burns  ; 
Let  him  but  hither  come  to  fee  a  Play, 

Proceeds  an  Errant  Courtier  in  a  Day . 

Shall  feal from  th'  Pit,  and  fly  up  to  the  Box, 

IT  here  hold  impertinent  Chat  with  tawdry  Maux ; 
fill  ere  aware  the  Bluff  rer  falls  in  love  ; 

And  Hero  grows  as  harmlefs  as  a  Dove, 

With  us  the  kind  Remembrance  yet  remains , 
When  we  were  entertain'd  behind  our  Scenes. 

Tho'  now,  alas,  we  muflyour  Abfence  mourn, 
Whilfl  nought  but  Quality  will  ferve your  turn. 
Damn'd  Quality  !  that  ufes  poaching  Arts, 

And  ( as  ’ tis  faid )  comes  majk'd  to  prey  on  Hearts. 
The  proper  TJfe  of  Vifors  once  was  made. 

When  only  worn  by  fuch  as  own'd  the  Trade  : 
Tho'  now  all  mingle  with  ’em  fo  together, 

That  you  can  hardly  know  the  one  from  t'other. 
But  ’ tis  no  matter ;  on,  purfue  your  Game, 
fill  wearied  you  return  at  lafl,  and  tame  : 

Know  then  ’ twill  be  our  Turn  to  be  fevere  ; 

For  when  you've  left  your  Stings  behind  you  there. 
You  lazy  Drones,  ye  Jhan't  have  Harbour  here. 


End  of  the  First  Volume. 


